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Erinna. 

Sappho. 

Messenger. 

Charaxus. 

Rhodopis. 

Slave. 
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Damophila. 
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ERINNA 

A TRAGEDY 

Erinna. 
ACROSS the rolling purples of the sea 
-^^ Day after day I seek his sail in vain ; 
And still with strong insistancy of prayer 
Assailing heaven, I wreak my ceaseless plaint 
Upon deaf ears of unresponsive gods. 
Like smoke blown out by veering winds, my cry 
Strays unaccepted, though with pious gifts 
Morning and eve I stand before their shrines; 
Wreathing with apple-bloom the pillared porch 
Of Aphrodite, where she stoops to loose 
The sandal from her home-returning foot; 
And with libation of Methymnian wine 
Honouring Poseidon, shaker of the land. 

Sappho. 

Upon the left hand and the right of Zeus 
Are coffers filled with gifts to answer prayer. 
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lo ERINNA 

Evil and good, and we that supplicate 
Blindly, and lesser gods that intercede. 
Know not the end or scope of our desire. 
Have patience then, lest thy desire indeed 
Be granted, yet the issue foil thy hope. 

Erinna. 

But not with mind presumptuous, craving things 
Unlawful, have I tempted Nemesis. 
Suppliant I pray that not without return 
He hath gone from us, nor unrecompensed 
Be all his labours and my lonely tears. 

Sappho. 

The fates make blind our eyes with deathful dust, 
Lest we discern the future, gaining sight 
Of hidden ends, and thwart the changeless will. 
Erinna, I have looked out upon the world 
Longer than thou, and marked so many hopes 
Frustrate of good, and men's prosperity 
Become their own undoing, that I see 
How wise and true the sad and bitter word: 
Call no man living fortunate, for none 
Knoweth his end till all' be overpast 
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ERINNA II 

Erinna. 

Well then, *tis best to live but for the hour. 

I love Charaxus, and my lips are dry 

For thirst of his : my heart is lambent flame, 

And beats upon my bosom, as the sea 

Beats on the shore all day and all night long. 

Hear me, O Zeus, send me my lover now; 

And for the rest, I care not. Let it go. 

Before the heavens, before the land. 
Before the waters of the sea 
Took shape, she spun the twisted strand. 
Twining his life with mine and me. 
Who was the spinner, who but she, 
Clotho? None else, whose hand divine 
Fashioned in one his fate and mine. 

For she, the goddess, when she drew 

Down from her distaff stuff to spin 

This life of mine, had care therein 

To mingle his, for well she knew 

We twain are one, through days, if few 

Or many, as her sister saith. 

Whose fingers ply the shears of death. 
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12 ERINNA 

Sappho. 

The spindle whirls and whirs, the spool 
Winds and unwinds the costly thread; 
Gold asphodels and sacred wool 
About her brows are chapleted. 
Her face is calm, like one that knows 
Whence life has come and whither goes; 
As one by one before her rise 
The nations and their destinies. 

Unmoved, she hears the mortal shears 
Clash harsh behind her in the gloom; 
Nor turns to watch the busy loom, 
Weaving the weft of hopes and fears^ 
Pleasiu'e and sorrow, smiles and tears, 
Upon the steadfast warp of doom. 
She brings to birth : her task is done 
When the frail threads of life are spim. 

Erinna. 

None shall unloose the bonds of fate. 
Not gods above, nor ghosts below. 
Nor all the seas that ebb and flow. 
Nor all the winds abroad that blow. 
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ERINNA 13 

Shall sunder us, to separate 
His soul from mine, who found her mate 
Long since in that far dawn of things, 
When Eros spread his glittering wings. 

I see, I see 

Far to the south, where the Malean cape 
Lies like a cloud, a white and moving fleck. 
Almost it sinks from sight, and then again 
Mounts, as upborne upon the mounting wave. 
So might he comey sailing from NaucratisI 
Oh, my heart leaps for joy, my pulses bound, 
Mine ears are ringing, and mine eyes blur with 

teari^ 
Till sight and hearing fail me. Tell me, Sappho, 
Is it a sail or but a seabird's wing? 

Sappho. 
A sail it is, and this way comes; for now 
The black sea-beaten hull just heaves in sight, 
Rearing and plunging like Poseidon's steeds 
With froth that flies from bridle and bit and 

swirls 
Sidelong, to join the hissing wake behind — 



14 ERINNA 

Erinna. 
Praise to the favouring gods who heard my call I 

Sappho. 

May this word stand I wilt thou go down with me 
Unto the port, and wait his coming there, 
If— there, his flag, I saw the blazon plain ? 

Erinna. 
Unpin my scarf, that I may wave reply ; 
My fingers tremble so. Dear friend, go down ; 
But I will wait him, where we oft have met, 
Beneath this almond tree. We plighted troth 
Here, and about the place sweet memories throng. 
And happy auguries of joys in store. 

Sappho. 

Propitious be thy choice and this new day, 
O fleet and stately creature of the deep. 
Steadily shearing through the unstable waves 
Like fate athwart the fluctuant wills of men, 
A costlier freight is thine than fleece of gold 
Or great white pearls, glimmering like misty 
moons, 



ERINNA 15 

Lustrous, up wine-dark depths of orient sea. 
A maiden's life thou bearest: or her death. 



Erinna. 

Now the west wind, softly breathing, 

Stirs the pine-tree's scented tresses. 

And the lotus buds, unsheathing. 

Bare shy breasts to his caresses. 

Like the voice of leaves that whisper in the 

woods of old Cytoris, 
Still he murmurs, Chloris, Chloris, 
As she flits beside her lover, 
Wing to wing and hand in hand. 
O'er the white well-honied clover 
Through the pleasant Lesbian land. 
In the warm air, quivering. 
Palpitates his deathless passion for the goddess 

of the spring; 
And I sing 
lo Pan I lo Pan! 
lo Pan Arcadian I 
Love's delight, as wine, is shed 
From the azure overhead. 



i6 ERIN N A 

From the Acamanian mountains to the Tauric 

Chersonese 
Lowly grass and lordly trees, 
Beast and bird, and maid and man 
Thrill with blissful ecstasies; 
And my heart is one with these, 
lo Pan! 

Messenger. 
Lady, rejoice, for prosperous news I bring. 

Erinna. 
He is come. I know it. I see it by thy face. 

Messenger. 
Receive thy wish. Thy lord is come at last. 

Erinna. 

Thanks, O thou welcome messenger of joy. 
Joy, joy, indeed! At last, my own, at last. 
I shall behold thee, clasp thee in my arms. 
Never to let thee go, never again. 
I have waited, ah, so long, and day by day 
Foiled hope has turned her poniard in my breast, 
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Till I have cried for mercy and called on death. 
It is over now, gone like an evil dreanK 
But tell me, girl, knows he I wait him here? 

Messenger. 

My mistress bade me tell thee he had gone 
To make thank-offering to the ocean-god. 

Erinna. 

yy» y Ah! But at least he will not tarry long? 

What else ? Hast seen him ? Is all well with 
him? 

Messenger. 

To me, indeed, he seems, though hale of mien. 
Like one who, mind dividing, halts in thought. 

Erinna. 

Great happiness is grave with joy's excess. 
I would not have him otherwise than thus. 
Nor with light laughter or tumultuous speech 
Provoke the watchful envy of some god. 
Hast thou aught further to relate, or heard 
How fared his venture with the freight of wine? 

B 



1 8 ERINNA 

Messenger. 

Nay, this I know not, but there hath come with 

him 
A woman lovely as the ocean-born. 
Not of our race, she seems, but rather one 
Whom alien lands have nursed, deep-bosomed, 

tall 
As Hebe, and the roses in her face 
Flush with the clearer tints of northern springs. 

Erinna. 

Who is she? Doth she seem — ? Ah no, belike 
She hath taken passage northward, e'er the heats 
Whiten the cheeks thou find'st so wonderful. 

Messenger. 

Tis like enough. But now I take my leave, 
For morning wears apace. Lady, farewell; 
The Graces keep thee blithe and well content. 

Erinna. 

Is it the shadow cast by approaching ill 
Which clouds my spirit, or but the mists that 
rise 
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From old tears shed, an evanescent steam 
Drawn up beneath the risen sun of love ? 
Why hath she come to taint and poison all? 
Oh, I am miserable, so long, so long 
To wait and watch, feeding my heart with pain. 
And now — my love, my chosen, my betrothed 
Comes with some — Hush ! Am I bereft of reason, 
I, without cause to cry out shame upon him, 
Who for my sake has perilled oft his life 
Through many an arduous day and weary night 
In starless watches plunging through the gloom ? 
Or, dazzled by fierce light and blowing spray, 
Has seen the reef to leeward bare her fangs, 
Snarling and foaming, ravenous with rage. 
How oft his keel hath ploughed unfriendly seas 
By pirate-haunted river and rock-ringed cape, 
Or spun through roaring surf and hurrying race 
In dark-green channels dappled with thin foam. 
For me the peril, for me the care and toil; 
For me he hath ventured all, and worn his 

youth 
In many a wrestle with the untiring sea. 
And now, because this girl hath praised the face 
Of some barbarian slave, shall jealous fears 
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90 ERINNA 

Master me? Shamed am I to harbour such, 
Graceless in me, unworthy of my lord, 
Ungenerous and ungrateful and perverse. 
But who comes hither? Sappho, and alone? 

Sappho. 
No, not alone: misfortune comes with me. 

Erinna. 
Whose shape I presage and whose word fore- 
know. 

Sappho. 
How sayest thou this ? What tidings hast thou 
heard? 

Erinna. 
Why, what but good ? Yet, stays Charaxus still 
A laggard from these arms ? Where is he now ? 

Sappho. 
Presently he will come ; for grief is sure. 

Erinna. 
Who is this woman whom he hath brought with 
him? 
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Sappho. 
A Thracian; and Rhodopis is her name. 

Erinna. 

What is she to Charaxus? Answer me I 

Sappho. 
Ruin to him ; dishonour to his house. 

Erinna. 
Yea, and to me misfortune worse than death. 

Sappho. 
My brother wedded to a wanton slave I 

Erinna. 

Wedded ? 'Tis false I Sappho, unsay that word I 
Think what it means. No hope, but every way 
Grief cureless and immedicable ill. 

Sappho. 

I would another bore the grievous news 
Which I must give thee. In few words and brief 



22 . ERINNA 

I will dischaiige my task, and make an end. 
I met Charaxus on the mole, this woman 
With him, and gave thy message; but in haste 
He turned away, and vanished in the crowd. 
Thereafter they and the ship's company, 
With choral ode and flute-blown music, passed 
Up to Poseidon's temple. Following them, 
I heard one say, 'She is perfect as a pearl.' 
'Truly,' his friend replied, 'a pearl of price; 
For all Charaxus had he sold to buy it.' 
And then a third, * No pearl of virtue this. 
I saw her not long since at Naucratis, 
A votary of the goddess in her grove.' 
When all was done, beside the folding doors 
Again I met him and the Thracian slave; 
Or so I deemed her. Then I stood before him, 
And said, 'My brother, send this slave away 
And come with me. Erinna waits thee. Come 1 ' 
' No slave,' he answered, ' Sappho, but my wife.' 
I spake no word. But she, with smiling mouth 
And scornful eyes, mocking me, bowed her head, 
Saying; ' O sister of my husband here. 
Handmaid of Aphrodite, queen of song, 
Wilt thou not strike the lyre, and all thy joy 
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Pour forth in hymeneal rhapsodies? 
My name is Dorichai but some there are 
Call me Rhodopis or the rose of Thrace.' 
But still I held my peace. Charaxus too 
Looked down and spake not. Then she laughed, 

and cried, 
' Lead on ; we follow. I have a word too, I, 
For this forsaken virgin; lest she dare 
Henceforth to look with love upon my lord.' 
Shamefast my brother listened. Awhile I stood 
Mute; then, with face averted, turned to go. 
But with hoarse voice he called me back, and 

spake. 
'Sister, I pray thee seek Erinna, and say 
What thou hast heard, and that within the hour 
We follow after thee. If she remain 
To wait our coming; well; but better far 
Thou shouldst persuade her otherwise; for, lo. 
That which is done, is done; and she nor 

thou 
Nor I nor any can remould the past' 

Erinna. 
The past is past : and I that lived am dead. 



34 ERINNA 

Sappho. 
I am wrung with pity for thee and wrath toward 
him. 

Erinma. 
The living have no pity upon the dead. 
They thrust them forth into the dark alone. 

Sappho. 
Ah me, her face is pale as withered grass ; 
Her eyes shine out like torches, and wild words 
Throng to her writhen lips. This is some god, 
Who fills the brain with madness and the blood 
Consumes with fire Spare her, O power divine, 
Else will she perish utterly and now. 

Erinma. 
Why do I linger in the light of the sun ? 
Let me make haste to hide me under earth. 

Sappho. 
What hast thou said? Refrain thy lips from speech 
Ill-omened ; nor give tongue to evil dreams. 

Erinna. 

Nay, for I speak not idle words, but such 



'-^ 



ERINNA 25 

As one may utter when the life runs down, 
And glazing eyes are emptied of their light 

Sappho. 
Take heart ; stand firm : thou hast long years to 

live; 
And time and change bring comfort at the last. 

Erinna. 
Of all good gifts they bring, the best is death. 

Sappho. 
Erinna, sister, come hither to my heart. 
And weep thy fill, and yield thy soul relief. 

Erinna. 
Yet, were it best ? For, if I do this thing 
And sunder soul and body, they that joined 
Spirit and flesh in one will hate me still. 
Then shall the judges of the under-world. 
Implacable, impartial, frowning say, 
'How hast thou dared to come before us here, 
Unsummoned ? Shalt thou driiik of Lethe, then, 
Who, laying violent hands upon thy life, 
Hast made a spoil of thine own self? Behold, 



26 ERINNA 

Black with thy doom the stone leaps from the urn; 
Depart and wail beside Cocytus' stream.' 
Ah, and my father from the further shore, 
Seen dim through mist wreaths drifting down the 

flood, 
Will stretch vain hands and ineffectual arms 
Shadowlike toward me, and with thin distant 

voice 
Call to my feeble shade, as to and fro 
It flits, unresting, by the dreary bank. 

Sappho. 

Noble thou art, O girl, and great of heart, 
Such as of old were found, heroic souls. 
Whom not inexorable circumstance. 
Passion nor pain could wholly overcome. 
These also suffered as thou sufferest. 
Enduring wrong, the loss of child or spouse. 
Or lover, yea, and greater ills than this; 
Ancestral curses following monstrous crimes. 
Unnatural hate and more unnatural lust, 
Thyestean horrors, things unutterable. 
Wrath or desire insatiate of a god. 
But though they fell and perished from the earth 
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As Semele, whose form dissolved in flame 
Within the Olympian blaze of thundering Zeus, 
Yet their immortal essence, undecayed, 
Unconquered, indestructible, endures; 
Exalted high amid the heaven of stars, 
Or throned august in starlike majesty 
Beyond the ocean stream which girds the world* 

Erinna. 
Sing to me, Sappho, sing that I may weep. 

Sappho. 
O gentle west wind, sailing, sailing 
Down the blue fairways of the sky. 
The sound of the whole world sorrowing 
Floats on the wafting of thy wing ; 
A multitudinous voice of wailing. 
An age-long endless threnody, 
Dulcet and musical and low. 
Sweet with the hushed harmonious plaining; 
Sighing from days of long ago 
Of joy remembered and of grief remaining. 

O lenient time, for ever flying 
Between the future and the past, 
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The voice of the past sounds faintlier 
Than the drowsy wash of tides, that stir 
Long shelving shingle beaches lying 
'Neath windless heavens by cloud o'ercast. 
Ephemeral joys, and griefs that were 
Beyond redress, beyond forgetting; 
Dissolve; as stars in morning air 
Melt one by one before their hour of setting. 

For we, before our term is ended. 
Feel joy glide past us like the wind ; 
Find sorrow mix with the melody. 
Subdued and sad, of the days gone by. 
As broken things by time are mended. 
Or left unheeded far behind. 
New suns arise, new summers glow; 
Fresh gifts the immortal hours are bringing; 
Bid love farewell, and let him go; 
He will pursue thee then, who now denies thy 
clinging. 

Erinna. 
A little while ago, and I was glad 
Even to weeping; then too sad to find 
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ERINNA 29 

Fresh tears for shedding on the corpse of joy. 
Now, yielding to the magic of thy l3rre, 
I have wept my fill; my spirit calms and clears 
Like skies washed clean by gusty summer 

showers ; 
And, gathering strength to face my fate anew, 
I stand foursquare to what may yet befall. 
But thou, O friend and teacher, before whose 

eyes 
My love lies bare and all my thoughts are 

plain. 
My one remaining shield and sanctuary 
From wrong without me and despair within. 
Stay with me nor forsake me to the end. 
For now the hour is come, which gathers up 
The sum of all the future and the past. 
And sets the measure of my destiny 
Poised on the edge dividing good from ill. 
Others may bid love welcome and farewell; 
But he has left me, stealthily, to wake 
And find him gone without one parting word; 
Sobbing and shivering in the dark alone. 
To sit beside the open casement filled 
With blackness of unfathomable night. 
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Sappho. 
Dear child, for child thou art in age, full oft, 
Beholding thee, I seem to see the face, 
Winsome and sweet, of her whose loss I mourn 
Through all the lingering lapse of weary years, 
My little daughter Cleis; and my full heart 
Goes out to thee, and yearns with such a love 
As floods a mother's bosom like a cup 
That overbrims with honied crimson wine. 
Ah, well do I recall the day, when first 
I saw thee stand, a little stranger maid 
From Dorian Telos, timorous and shy. 
With face oft hidden in thy mother's robe. 
Yes, and the feast of swallows when thpu earnest, 
And stammering, half in tears and half in smiles, 

I 

Besoughtest me to lead thee to the Muse. 
Then dawned the day of days, and even yet 
My body tingles, as I see thee rise 
Before the judges and the assembled throng 
Filling this theatre. So childish young 
Thou wert, that some called out, 'Take her away I 
We want no infants crying among us here.* 
But motionless and pale, with starry eyes 
That gazed unseeing on the crowd, and throat 
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All tremulous with music like a bird's, 
Thou brakest into song. A silence fell 
On all the encircling multitude who sat 
Tier above tier before thee, stricken dumb 
With wonder, as the long-drawn thundering roll, 
Deep-toned, sonorous, of the hexameter. 
In cadenced modulation poured along. 
The mighty measure moved, as ocean swells 
Vast, rounded, glassy, heave across the deep. 
And, gathering sound and tumult, roaring fall 
One after one, prone on the shaken shore. 
Men stared with parted lips and clenchM hands; 
And women clutched at bosom or throat, and 

gasped 
In sharp, short, sighing breaths, like one who swims 
Panting, exhausted, in a billowy tide. 
Then the low murmur, then the shout of praise 
Which rose to heaven and rang far out to sea. 
And still it flies, echoing from isle to isle. 
In far-off lands and towns, whereof the name 
We know not, men have wept to hear thy song ; 
And called thee, though a woman. Homer's peer. 
Thou child of Phoebus, rise and follow fame ; 
Grasping the laurel, cast love's roses down, 
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Though the thorns clasp like claws that tear and 

cling, 
And the blood follow where the petals fall. 

Erinna. 

All would I give to be a child again 

In Telos, happy, innocent, unstung 

By the fell shaft, untrammelled in the mesh 

Of Aphrodite and her archer-son. 

O sickle-pinioned swallow. 
Borne on the buoyant breeze. 
Now spring her gentle tether 
Draws close, sweet fancies follow 
Like doves with preening feather 
That coo their litanies 
Into the languorous weather. 

Is hate so transitory, 

Is love so poor a thing, 

That thou, thy vengeance sated. 

Hast folded up thy story, 

And thy soul of grief unfreighted. 

To join the feast of spring 

With fickle heart elated? 
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What of thy feast, O swallow, 
What of the fierce carouse? 
The braziers and the torches, 
Wild mirth and laughter hollow, 
The vine-wreathed palace porches. 
The banquet with thy spouse. 
The bacchanalian orgies? 



Some pang supreme, supernal. 
Hath riven thy very soul; 
And half with joy immortal 
Possessed, and youth eternal 
Dwells in some temple portal. 
And half is sunk in dole 
Among the powers infernal. 

Beside the bucklers brazen 
Thou hast thy house, I know; 
Above the carven courses 
Of friezes, that emblazon 
The deeds of mighty forces 
Which battled long ago. 
The chariots and the horses. 
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Below thee, stately, solemn, 
The long processions wend; 
The basket-bearers, laden. 
Stand upright as a column; 
Voices of youth and maiden 
With odorous smoke, ascend. 
Of frankincense from Aden. 



Adorned and crowned for slaughter. 
The victims bleat or low, 
Till, with sad gurgling noises. 
Their life-blood, spilt like water. 
To the sound of singing voices 
Among the flowers shall flow 
Red, and the god rejoices. 



Thou knowest the gloom and glory, 
The pageant and the pain. 
High notes of maidens singing. 
Low groans from victims gory. 
Keen knife, rose garlands clinging, 
Bright wine, and brighter rain 
Of scarlet blood outspringing. 
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O glossy, glancing swallow, 
Where is thy grief of yore ? 
Do the moans of Itys bleeding 
Pursue thee through the hollow 
Wide heaven when thou art speeding, 
And dost thou swoop and soar 
And swerve to 'scape his pleading? 

Small fingers, trustful twining 
Thine own that held the knife, 
And little feet, that patter 
Beside thee on the shining 
Smooth floor, his blood must spatter. 
Did these not plead for life, 
Plead dumbly, undivining? 



Couldst thou behold, unfeeling. 
The slender childish throat 
Gasp, and the roses fading 
From the tearful face appealing. 
And piteous eyes upbraiding 
Thy ruthless hand which smote 
His little figure kneeling? 

C 2 
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The fringe eyelids quiver, 
Then ope their curtains wide; 
The red lips pale and leaden 
With the running of the river 
O'er marble flags that redden 
From the death-wound in his side, 
Draming the limbs that shiver. 

The price was paid, O swallow. 
And sorrow is far from thee. 
Yet were I rather lying, 
Pierced by the god Apollo, 
Dead with the children dying 
Of Phrygian Niobe, 
Than hear that plaintive crying. 

Listen, a footstep, surely. There, again! 



Sappho. 

I hear the swish of tamarisks in the breeze, 
And far below, upon the narrow sand ( 

At the cliffs foot, soft purr the fawning waves. ) 

Erinna, let us go; indeed 'twere best. 
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Erinna. 
No. It behoves me meet him face to face, 
And from his own lips take the truth. Perchance, 
If it be that some treachery or lies 
Have wrought upon him, or her country's spells. 
Philtre and charm and incantation dire^ 
Ensnared him helpless to escape the net. 
He may — ah, hope dies slowly and so hard! 

Sappho. 
Who knows? This day, whereof the morning 

shone 
So bright with hope and love, may yet restore 
Their faded glory, as when evening falls 
The western skies resume the vanished gold 
And roseate-pulsing splendours of the dawn. 

Erinna. 
They come! Now Zeus holds up the unsteady 

scales. 
Greeting, Charaxus. I have w^ted long. 

Charaxus. 
Too long. And so 'twas best to set thee free. 
Is it not so? And best for thee to wed 
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One of the many who have sought thy hand^ 
Whose years are fewer, whose locks less grey 
than mine. 



Erinna. 
Say on, O lover mine, plighted and sworn. 

Charaxus. 

True. And because thou hast the gods in fear, 
These in due season and observance meet, 
Arrayed in ritual robe, with suppliant bough, 
I will appease ; and for our outworn pledge 
Priests shall atone with lustral sacrifice 
Borne round me, and propitiatory prayer. 

Erinna* 

Why dost thou trifle with me ? Speak the truth. 
What had I done, betrothed, to lose thy love? 

Charaxus. 

My word was pledged ; but who can pledge the 
heart? 
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' Sappho. 
And now indeed I speak. Thou impious man. 
What words are these? Hast thou no shame 

nor fear 
Of those avenging wrongs and oaths betrayed ? 
But even now mindful Erinys waits 
In ambush for thee, and her sisters twain 
Brandish the scourge. Dost think to sin at ease, 
But purge thy guilt with vain observances, 
As one who eats and drinks and wipes his mouth, 
Then in derision pours upon the ground 
Libation of the rinsings of the jar. 
Dregs of the cup, and sordid lees of wine? 
The day will surely come, when bitterly 
Thou*lt rue thy folly and repent indeed ; 
But then too late, in thine extremity 
Forsaken, even as once thou didst forsake. 

Erinna. 
Oh, call not curses on thy brother's head I 

Sappho. 
I curse him not, yet is he surely cursed 
As though his name were writ on each and all 
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The roUs of lead, with imprecations graven, 
Demeter guards beneath her altar stone. 

Rhodopis. 

Enough of this. Already far too much 
Thou hast abased thyself before this girl. 
Think not that she will pardon thee at all : 
Never, at least so long as fire shall bum, 
Or earth bear fruit, or water run, or wind 
Blow, shall this be. I tell thee, gods forgive, 
But woman never, such offence as thine. 
And, Lesbian Sappho, what is all this to thee? 
Thy brother hath espoused me ; none the less 
Am I his wife for all thy furious speech. 
But, vows and friend apart, meseems his bride 
Is hateful in thine eyes. What is the reason 
That in thy side I fester like a thorn ? 

Sappho. 

Art thou not called Rhodopis? Thou hast 
said it 

Rhodopis. 
I am. And doth the same mislike thee then? 
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Sappho. 
The name is well enough — ^if that were all. 

Erinna. 
Yea, but we know that rumour thrives on lies. 

Sappho. 

Well, lest I seem too rash, with hasty words, 
Spoken at random, scattering injuries, 
I will explore this matter with good heed. 
Wife of my brother, tell me who thou art. 
What of thy past, O thou who comest here 
Claiming thy place as neighbour and as kin 
Before our household shrine and guardian gods 7 

Rhodopis. 

In the fell year of famine, out of Thrace 
My starving parents sold me, a small child, 
Unto the Samian prince, ladmon. He, 
Touched with compassion for the little creature 
So helpless and forlorn, with kindly care 
Received me to his house and used me well. 
There was I taught by one, a fellow slave, 
Aesop the wise, who talked with bird and beast. 
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And many a maxim sage and prudent saw 
Gleaned from their converse and instilled in me. 
So passed my childhood till, one fateful day, 
XanthuSy a wealthy merchant, spied me out, 
And forthwith sought to buy me. At the last. 
By arguments of all-persuasive gold 
His end was gained. Thereafter, taking ship. 
To Naucratis he brought me, that the price 
Of this fair body might increase his hoard. 
And thus it was with me until thy brother. 
For the great love he bore me, ransom paid, 
And set me free, and sought my hand in 

marriage. 
Then were we wedded, and now from over- 
seas 
Are come to greet his kin and fatherland. 
A sorry welcome for his bride and him 
Have ye bestowed, but this afflicts me not; 
For till to-day I have made shift to live 
Without your presence or your countenance ; 
Nor shall I grieve should these be wanting still. 

Sappho. 
Even so? But truly thou hast travelled far. 
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First outcast waii) then slave and courtesani 
Freedwoman next, and now — my brother's wife I 

Rhodopis. 

SO| lest ye think in me to find a thing 

Of abject mind, humbly, with whining tone, 

Beseeching toleration, thankfully 

Accepting haughty words and injuries 

Of glance and manner, glad no worse befall, 

I say to you and all your island kin, 

I am your equal, yea, myself I hold, 

By right of beauty and grace, and all that charms 

Men's hearts, and chains them to a woman's will. 

As far above you as ye esteem yourselves 

Above the helots of Messenia. 

Sappho. 

Content thee. Such supremacy as thine 

I grudge not ; nor dispute thy pride of place, 

Well earned, among the wantons of the world. 

Nor are thy triumphs over, for it needs, 

I trow, no oracle from Branchidae 

To lift the cover on the future's urn 

That one may spy the colour of thy lot. 
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Soon wilt thou tire of temperate nights and days, 
Remembering thee of all the past excess ; 
Then wilt thou turn thee, as the drunkard turns 
To steep his soul in undiluted wine; 
And quaff once more the chalice of debauch ; 
Making thy husband's name a foul reproach, 
A hissing and a byword, even to slaves. 

Rhodopis* 

Thy jealousy is eloquent, but I 
Care nothing, nor thy mouthings heed at all. 
The gods, who made me fair, have given me wit 
To win fame, wealth, and liberty with love. 
Their care am I, not thine. Thy prophecies 
I laugh to scorn, O Pythia, by the steam 
Of thine own wrath and envy drugged and crazed. 
Ho, slave, come hither and take thy lute in hand. 
And match my song with music and refrain. 
As thou wert wont upon the banks of Nile. 

What are words, O ye women, to hurt me, 
Though ye sharpen the tongue as a spear? 
At your bidding shall beauty desert me 
Or the spring perish out of my year ? 
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Will ye furrow my forehead with fear? 
Can ye wither my cheek with your rage, 
Or bewhiten my hair with your hate? 
Shall curses your anger assuage, 
Or be cast in the balance of fate 
For a weight? 

Slave, 

When through whirling rifts in the ranks of 

war 
The gemmed uraeus flames fierce and far, 
Shall the foe's curse shatter the charging car? 

Rhodopis. 

The gods of your worship are many, 
But what is their worship to me? 
Such dues as I render to any, 
I pay to the strongest there be: 
To Atergatis queen of the sea. 
To Osiris the lord of the day. 
To Cotytto, the dearest and best, 
Whose image I bear on my breast. 
These are they. 
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Slave. 

The gods of thy choice, they are with thee yet, 

Who wearest their emerald amulet 

In the twisted gold of thy headband set. 

Rhodopis. 

For the rose and the radiance of morning 
With the fervours of noon on my face 
Are shed; and the girdle adorning 
My bosom, fulfilled with the grace, 
The desire of the goddess of Thrace. 
And the sea-wells* weltering flood. 
That feeds the tides as they roll 
Overflowing from pole to pole, 
Swells my blood. 

Slave. 

In straining bosom and beating side 
Thy pulses swell like the rising tide, 
Unstanchable, over the whole world wide. 

Rhodopis, 

These gifts of their giving I cherish, 
Nor in vain were their favours bestowed. 
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Though it be that my beauty shall perish, 
And my shoulders bend under the load 
Of the years at the end of the road, 
Yet the fame of my face has gone forth, 
The desire of the kiss of my mouth, 
To the uttermost lands of the south 
And the north. 

Slave. 

Wherever the south and the north wind blow. 
From the seas of sand to the seas of snow, 
Thy fame shall follow, thy praises go. 

Rhodopis. 

Men have spoken my name with desire 
Where never night's wings are furled. 
Nor the sun-god's chariot of fire 
Rolls over the rims of the world. 
Where his beams are as javelins hurled, 
Dealing death on the deserts of sand, 
More sweet, they have said, than the sight 
Of wells in the desolate land 
Was the dream of mine eyes in the night 
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Slave. 
They are blue like the thin fine films that fold 
The flower of fire, whose floating gold 
Thy pleached tresses enswathe and hold. 

Rhodopis. 
And the lords of the sea from Chalcedon, 
Where Propontis and Bosporus meet. 
From the coasts of the cape of Sarpedon, 
From Samos and Cjrprus and Crete, 
Laid homage and gifts at my feet. 
In my lap, like the gold of the rain 
She knew, who had Zeus to her lord. 
The spoils of the land and the main, 
The harvest of traffic or sword, 
Were outpoured. 

Slave. 
What things soever of beauty rare 
The sea may yield or the land may bear, 
They brought thee, saying, 'O thou most fair.' 

Rhodopis. 
They clothed me in raiment of byssus. 
Thrice dipped in the purple of kings, 
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And they fashioned the flower of Narcissus 
In gold for my necklet and rings. 
They bound up my tresses with strings 
Of jasper and agate and sard; 
With silver my sandals were shod ; 
And my feet, well anointed with nard, 
On a carpet of lynx-skins trod 
Like a god. 

Slave. 
Thick-set with scarab and graven gem 
Was the burnished gold of thy diadem. 
And the filagree fringe on thy mantle's hem. 

Rhodopis. 
Are ye proud that the praise of your singing 
Is heard in your isles of the sea ? 
But Cyrene and Scythia are ringing 
With the fame of the beauty of me. 
I am fair, I am strong; I am free 
I am queen over sorrow and joy ; 
My face is a rose, and my name. 
And I come like your Helen of Troy, 
Who kindled the world to a flame 
When she came. 

D 
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Slave. 

With the rosy flames of the dawn of day 
Thy cheeks are lit, and the ahnond spray 
Less delicate shapen and soft than they. 

Erinna. 

It is enough. What need of further speech 
To feed resentment and envenom hate? 

Sappho. 

None. Yet it irks me lest I have seemed cold 
In welcome toward my brother and his bride. 
But I am dull by nature, and inapt 
In vehement display of mine affections. 
Yes, and, Charaxus, I recall to mind 
That thy fair consort, flattering my poor skill. 
Prayed me to acclaim your happiness with song. 
Surely 'twere churlish to refuse a boon 
Besought with so much modesty and grace; 
So to the lute I lift my voice, and cry. 
Hymen, O hymeneal. 

Of DanaC, when with golden shower 
Zeus wooed her in the brazen tower. 
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Let others sing. 

My nuptial thanksgiving, 

The while my fingers pluck the silver string 

And press the fret, 

Hails Aphrodite of the golden net. 

Hephaestus cast the woven wire 

Round his dear goddess of desire, 

And Ares strong. 

Helpless they lay, and long 

Laughed Zeus, Poseidon, and the assembled 

throng 
Olympian, to behold 
The embracing pair within the toils of gold. 

And gods in heaven and men on earth 

With inextinguishable mirth 

Shall mark you twain: 

Thee, last of all her train, 

Thee, venal spoiler of the land and main. 

Made fast in one 

'Neath the clear shining of the noonday sun. 

Around you close in snakelike coils 
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The viewless and tenacious toils 

Of poverty ; 

For all he had to buy 

Her love he sold; a thrifty husbandry, 

Since love is more 

Than all Pactolus' dross of golden ore. 

Ah, sweeter than the fragrant scent 

Of tuberoses and lilies blent 

With orris root, 

Softer than lilting lute, 

More grateful than the savour of cool fruit 

To men athirst, 

Shall love make all privations, even the worst. 

Thou shalt be happy at the plough, 

Or bending to the oar, though now 

A hireling mean. 

Nor shall what might have been 

Pass like a cloud her face and thine between, 

When, soiled with drudgery, 

From reeded cot ye watch the rich go by. 

And thou, fond wife, shalt count it gain 
To sit and grind the parchM grain, 
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To weave and spin, 

Each day with toil begin. 

And scanty meat on spit or meal in bin, 

While thy fair face grows old, 

And hands wax hard in hardships manifold. 

Lest your love cool, ye shall recall 
Each into each the loss of all 
Ye prized before, 
The spotless name he bore. 
The pure young love of her he wounded sore, 
And too, O bride most fair. 
All thou didst boast of with thy servile echo 
there. 

Rhodopis. 
Is this thing true, Charaxus, that she saith? 

Charaxus. 
I paid thy ransom, and the price was great. 

Rhodopis. 

Then, truth to tell, thou wert not overwise 
To set me free and wed me afterward. 
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Charaxus. 
Why not; for this was done at thy desire? 

Rhodopis. 

Nevertheless the folly was thine own. 

Dost think me one to pine obscure and humble, 

To hide my beauty in a squalid hut, 

And waste my youth in miserable cares, 

To pleasure thee or any other man? 

Not so. And wherefore with evasive words 

And sudden kisses interrupting speech, 

Hast thou kept all this from me until now? 

Charaxus. 

Dost thou reproach me that I stripped myself 
Of all that I possessed to win thy love ? 

Rhodopis. 

My love, such as it is, had cost thee less; 
But naught would serve thee save the sole 

possession 
Of one whom many loved. To gratify 
Thy pride was all this done : the fruits be thine. 
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Charaxus. 
So be it ; for mine indeed thou art, fair wife. 

Rhodopis. 
Not thine, nor yet thy wife in Mitylene. 

Charaxus. 

As being an alien? Though our narrow laws 
Withhold the name, they cannot change the 

truth; 
And in all truth and honour I, thy spouse, 
Will cleave to thee and worship while I live. 

Rhodopis. 
Until thou tire of me as of another. 

Charaxus. 
And thinkest thou that I would cast thee off? 

Rhodopis. 
This shalt thou never do, for now I go. 

Charaxus. 
Such jests wound deep and plant a venomed sting. 
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Rhodopis. 
A jest I Is toil a jest, or penury? 
Why should I live, thy mistress and thy drudge, 
Despised and destitute, a daily mark 
For these and all to aim their arrows at? 
I scorn them now, but they would rankle then. 

Charaxus. 
Hear me, Rhodopis; 'twas for thy dear sake 
That I surrendered all the fruit of years 
Of toil and danger, yea, and broke my faith 
With one who loved me dearly. And for all 
Is this my recompense, thy sole return 
To call me fool, rebuke my tenderness, 
Revoke thy marriage-vows, and leave me naked, 
Like one who bears away the foeman's arms 
To erect a trophy of his victory ? 
Thou wast a slave, and I have made thee free ; 
Thy life disordered, and my spouse thou art. 
Was it all vainly done, and I distraught. 
With credulous ears to list the countless vows 
And passionate protestations of thy love ? 
Ah, say not so, else am I lost indeed. 
Have I deserved this of thee, tell me, I, 
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Who have plucked my life up by the roots and 

laid it, 
Blossom and leaf and fruit, before thy feet ? 

Rhodopis. 
We waste our breath ; I will not stay with thee. 

Charaxus. 
Thou shalt not leave me. I will slay thee first. 

Rhodopis. 
Strike then, and quickly; lo, my bosom bare. 
Be not afraid : stab here below the breast. 

Charaxus. 
Ah I I am still thy slave, thy fettered slave. 
Thou knowest I cannot do it. Take my sword, 
And end my life and misery together. 
All else I have given already. Take my life. 

Rhodopis. 
Why should I kill thee ? Art thou mad indeed ? 

Charaxus. 
Nay, I entreat thee by the love we swore. 



58 ERINNA 

Rhodopis. 

I love thee not, for thou didst feign to love me, 
But to ensnare me in an evil plight. 

Charaxus. 
And thou hast sworn to love me unto death! 

Sappho. 

Her word was pledged, but who can pledge the 
heart? 

Charaxus. 
Is thine hour come, Alecto ? Wield thy scourge ! 

Rhodopis. 

Her sisterly affection seems but sour, 
Yet soon, forsooth, ye will be friends again 
When I am gone ; and this chaste love of thine 
May even yet forgive thee. Fare ye well. 

Charaxus. 

Rhodopis, stay! Thou wilt not? See, she goes, 
Laughing. She ever laughs, and the wide earth 
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Rocks and reverberates with peal on peal 
In spasms of intolerable mirth. 
I see the gods shake, palsied, on their thrones, 
Foaming with laughter. Ha, it seizes on me I 
Ha, ha, the jest ; no words can compass it ! 
Ho, ye that stand there laughing, and jeer at me. 
That gloat exulting o'er a broken man. 
Ruined, bereaved, and humbled to the dust, 
Behold your work ! Is it enough ? Then go. 
Haste ye to Cora; seek beside her throne 
The furies ye invoked, rejoice with them. 
Vengeance is theirs and yours alike to-day. 
And fit ye are to join their company. 

Erinna. 

Speak, Sappho, for I cannot. This will kill me. 
If he but knew — ah, he will never know. 

Sappho. 

If he but knew? He knows not what he says. 
Listen, Charaxus ; I was wroth with thee. 
And with harsh words upbraided: at the last 
The woman's boasts and huge eflFrontery 
Stung me to fierce resentment, and I snatched 
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The weapon readiest to my hasty hand. 

This was not planned, this was no crafty plot; 

But word bred word, and then, — the rest thou 

knowest. 
Forgive me, brother, and forbear to blame 
One who hath borne in silent fortitude 
Thy cold disdain and that base woman's gibes. 

Charaxus. 
Let be; it matters little. She is gone. 

Sappho. 
Because of this thou wilt give thanks some day. 

Charaxus. 
Mockest thou still? Beware I lest mischief follow. 

Sappho. 

I speak the truth in all sincerity: 

Thou wert far better dead than bound to her. 

Charaxus. 

Or made a laughing-stock for gods and men. 
But they shall hate me whom they now despise. 
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Erinna. 
Some hidden purpose crouches in this saying. 

Charaxus. 
Soon shall it spring to act in sight of all. 

Sappho. 
O brother, pause; nor seek to mend thy state 
With some ill-counselled desperate remedy. 

Charaxus. 
Fear not that ye shall see me any more. 

Erinna« 
Why, but what is it thou hast intent to do? 

Charaxus. 
For Caria calls me and I haste to go. 

Sappho. 
Caria, the haunt of pirates ? They will kill thee. 

Charaxus. 
Doth wolf tear wolf, or hawk strike hawk to 
earth? 
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Sappho. 
Wilt thou destroy thyself, and shamefully? 

Charaxus. 
I am destroyed already, and with shame. 

Sappho. 
Lost, and for ever! Outcast and renegade! 

Charaxus. 
I think not this will grieve thee overmuch. 

Sappho. 

Brother, I clasp thy knees, adjuring thee 
By all things holiest, all we hold most dear. 
By our forefathers* tombs, our parents* bones, 
Ancestral Phoebus and Hercaean Zeus, 
Make not thyself an outlawed castaway, 
A murderous robber and thy country's foe. 
Oh, be persuaded by me; cease to chafe 
Under my witless taunts and sharp reproof. 
Art thou so weak of purpose and of mind 
Unstable, as to let a woman's tongue 
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Dismember all thy life? My husband's house 
Is open to thee, and our warm welcome waits. 
Thou hast youth and strength, fair name and 

many a friend; 
Count up the good remaining, not the lost; 
Nor, stubborn, strive with overmastering fate. 

Charaxus. 
Fate drives me forth, and I contend no more. 

Sappho. 

There is no power in heaven or earth or hell 
Can chain thy soul or shackle her to shame. 
Save through thine own infatuate choice and deed. 

Charaxus. 

Full well and faithfully thou didst forecast 
My lot among you here in Mitylene, 
By menial tasks through miserable years 
Protracting life, calamitous and contemned. 
It were indeed folly inexpiable 
To fasten such a yoke around my neck. 
Selling my freedom for a pittance vile, 
Grudgingly doled, and obloquy withal. 
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Erinna. 

How wilt thou fare among the Carian men, 
A stranger in their midst, no citizen, 
But eyed askance, unvalued, unacknowledged 
Their equal in the assembly or the fight? 

Charaxus. 
Why let this trouble thee ? Art thou my friend ? 

Erinna. 
Yea, and a firm one in adversity. 

Charaxus. 
Though I forsook thee for an outland slave? 

Erinna. 
The blow was cruel, yet I wish thee well. 

Charaxus. 

Fool that I was, who staked upon the die 
Peace, faith, love, honour, happiness, and lost. 
Now I go hence to bear my punishment, 
Till Acheron lay hold upon me. Soon 
May that day come; I loathe this body of life. 
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Erinna« 
Is thy soul dead; hath love no place therein? 

Charaxus. 
Ask me not ; love hath been my bane and thine. 

Erinna. 
AlaSi CharaxuSy but I love thee still. 

Charaxus. 
Thy lover faithless, thy betrothed imtrue ? 

Erinna. 
I love thee stilli and love can pardon all. 

Charaxus. 
Pardon, perchance, but never trust again. 

Erinna. 
Who loves must trust : there is no other way. 

Charaxus. 
I have lamed thy life. Forgive me and foiget. 

E 
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Erinna. 
Bruised though I be, must I be broken too? 

Charaxus. 
Thou shalt not suffer further wrong through me. 

Erinna. 

My heart's desire, thou hast come home at last ; 
Home through the bellowing tempest to the 

calm 
Haven of hbpe and harbourage of my heart. 
Outside the surge may thunder, but the clouds 
Break, and love*s orb with many-coloured fire 
Irradiates them all-glowing, and they shine 
Translucent and transfigured. O most dear, 
How tranquil and how lovely all things seem ! 
Noon stoops to evenfall, and day declines 
In mellow glory and hushed magnificence, 
Serener than the fresh delicious mom. 
Exuberant and clamorous and astir 
With strenuous life and the keen delight of it 
Come hither, sit beside me; let me lean 
My che^ upon thy breast and shed soft tears. 
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Why dost thou stand apart and wring thy hands? 
Take me and keep, nor ever leave me more. 

Charaxus. 

And whelm thee with me in the outsweeping 

flood, 
This tide which sets resistless to the deep, 
Where the dread whirlpool, writhing, gulps her 

prey. 

Erinna. 

Last night I dreamed a dream of life and death. 
And both were fair. Life stood, a glorious shape 
Come forth rejoicing through the doors of horn ; 
No mocking vision from the ivory gate. 
In either hand she bore a coronal, 
One green with laurel, one with roses red. 
And oflFered to my choice ; but when I stretched 
My hand to take the roses, suddenly 
She vanished, and another in her place 
Was standing, and I knew the face of Death. 
A god compassionate and mild he seemed. 
The great white poppies drooped from brows 
and hair, 

E 2 
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And; beckoning with soft smile and gentle hand, 
Down restful ways of wonder-haunted sleep 
He led me to a quiet land which lies 
Beyond the west beneath the evening star. 
Then in a waking vision even now 
The twain I saw ; but Life a wreath of thorns 
Proffered, and Death unsheathed a mighty 

swordy 
And ah| his face was harsh and terrible. 
A dream, thou sayest? but dreams are sent by 

God. 
Hast thou no skill, then, to interpret this? 

Charaxus. 

Thy roses were the flowers of sacrifice. 
Hence by thy choice Death claimed thee for his 
own. 

Erinna. 
They were Love's roses, and my choice is made. 

Charaxus. 

*Tis not too late. Heed well the warning sent. 
This much is mine to serve thee — to depart. 



ERINNA 69 

Erinna. 

If thou wilt leave me, life will follow soon. 
And death will drive me forth, a frightened child, 
Loveless and lonely, anguished and appalled, 
No parting kiss to comfort me; no word 
Of tenderness to cheer my lightless way 
Through dim unhappy regions of the dead. 
Oh, save me, dear; I am so young to die. 
Hast thou the heart to leave me? Silent still? 
O Muse, if ever with kind approving eyes 
Thou hast looked down upon thy worshipper, 
Succour me now, that, singing, I m^y soften 
His hard resolve, and thaw the frozen will. 

Ah me, beloved, ah for me. 
Who hear the queen Persephone 
Call through the brilliance of the day, 
'Come to the night, poor castaway. 
He will not care although thou die; 
He hears but doth not heed thy cry. 
Thy lover listens and goes by.* 

She calls I O love, I cling to thee. 
Oh, shield me, save me, set me free 
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Out of the murk to radiant day, 
The wide warm heaven, and winds astray. 
Blue ocean laughs, the sun rides high; 
With deep content the breezes sigh. 
It were a bitter thing to die. 

Sappho. 

' Come back to me I Come back to me ! * 
So wailed the lost Eurydice. 
Back from the portals of the day 
Down corridors of lone dismay 
Sinking, her fear-fraught, hopeless cry 
Rang, till it reached the gods on high; 
And he shall hear it till he die. 

Erinna. 

Oh, look not back, or lost are we. 
The son of crowned Calliope 
Glanced once behind along the way. 
When the first sunbeam, dimmed to grey, 
Found his love's face, and dazzling sky 
Filled the dark cave's extremity. 
Hell seemed an evil dream gone by. 



ERINNA 71 

An evil dream which shall not flee 
From her, alas, nor yet from me. 
Shall love go from me, and life stay? 
I hear her call from far away, 
Persephone, whither cold dreams fly, 
Bearing Love's body heavily, 
With arms hung down and closed eye. 

Sappho. 

Through the cave's mouth she spies the lea. 
Sloped down to meet the sparkling sea. 
Merrily leap the waves at play, 
Between the headlands of the bay. 
A vagrant bee goes droning by; 
Her eyes unworn, so clear, descry 
Almost his gilded belt and thigh. 

Warm from the thymy sun-baked lea, 
Strong with salt scents blown off the sea, 
One breath she draws; the ivy spray, 
Framing the fruitful world of day. 
Swings to the zephyrs tremulously. 
Life breathes and burns so nigh, so nigh ; 
Love basks beneath the shining sky. 
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Erinna. 
The past is dead: let dead things be. 
Wilt thou not set thy face to see 
The light which shines before our way, 
Starlike, and then effulgent day 
At the road's end, which draws so nigh, 
Till we stand forth beneath the sky 
For love to crown our constancy? 

Behold, thy choice, by fate's decree, 

Bids me to be or not to be. 

I am thine to keep or cast away; 

Thou art as God to save or slay. 

Ah, wilt thou yield me up to die, 

Forfeit again to destiny? 

She gained the threshold even as 1 1 

Sappho. 

' Eurydice ! Eurydice ! 

Come back, sweet wife, come back to me.' 

In vain he calls. From far away 

A dull voice thunders, * She shall stay.' 

The pledge is broken, the hour gone by; 

She hears thee not nor makes reply. 
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Even now she weeps, a spectre pale, 
Where by fire-river and stream of bale 
Dumb phantoms brood and grey ghosts wail. 

Charaxus. 

I hear the words ye say, and the inner voice 

which saith, 
'Before thee lightens day, behind thee darkens 

death/ 
Too late, too late I know the false love from 

the true. 
Too late the gods bestow clear sense of sins 

I rue. 
This is the curse of things, that wisdom comes 

too late: 
The Siren sits and sings on the shifting shoals of 

fate: 
That folly entices youth while life lies all before. 
And prudence teaches truth when nothing matters 

more. 
O loving, faithful heart, O maiden pure and 

sweet. 
Before our pathways part I fall and kiss thy 

feet. 
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Within thy garment's fold I hide my shameful 

face, 
And by the love of old beseech thy pardoning 

grace. 
Ah me, most miserable, harried and sore beset, 
Long since I loved thee well, and long may love 

thee yet. 
But the baying hounds of fate pursue me fast 

and far. 
My future reprobate, my past a hideous scar. 
O thou too fond, too dear, would I might shel- 
ter find 
Within thine arms while clear their note rings 

down the wind. 
Alas, it may not be, for one there calls to me, 
The all-embracing sea, the all-devouring sea. 
Me the wind-swollen sail and the long-labouring 

oar. 
The tilting wave-lipped rail, the reeling, streaming 

floor 
Invite. The breezes salt, the billows rolling 

free 
Like clouds across the smalt or amethystine 

sea. 
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Unquestioning and unreproving, these go by. 
What things endured or done, what dream, what 

history 
Is aught to these? The sum of all man doth 

and saith, 
One wave can overcome, one breaker scattereth. 
I will be even as they, a force, destroying, 

blind. 
Roaming to take as prey the race of humankind. 
I know the poignant thrill, when on the Pythian 

course 
The wind splits, whistling shrill, before the 

snorting horse ; 

The steeds race four abreast, the cars range ten 

arow, 

On trace and flank and chest the froth flakes 

« 

fall like snow. 
The line sweeps like a wave, round swings each 

chariot pole, 
And the bronze axle-nave grazes the granite goal. 
Then doth the spirit soar, like a bird upon the 

wind, 
In the thunder of hoofs before and the thunder 

of cheers behind. 
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So for an hour, perchance, I shall forget my 

pain, 
When swift the oar-blades dance to the Orthian 

strain. 
When the beaked prow shears clean the looms 

from stern to hawse, 
And the boiling sea between they strew like 

crumpled straws. 
When hull to hull we grind in a smother of 

fight and foam 
I shall grow deaf and blind to the memories of 

home. 
Love's fruits and stream shall mock no more, 

the wheel stand still. 
As through the battle's shock the shout goes up 

to kill. 
Then she, the dreadful-eyed, whom prosperous 

nations hate, 
Enyo, like a bride, will take me for her 

mate. 
Hers till the welcome hour when life's long ache 

shall cease. 
And death my limbs devour, and I may enter 

peace. 
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But now must I be gone ere my resolve shall 

fail. 
Thy tears shed one by one down cheeks so 

piteous pale , 

Transfix me like a spear dividing flesh from 

bone. 
It shakes my soul to hear that wordless shudder- 
ing moan. 
Ah, loose thy clasp from me, I falter at thy 

touch. 
Tis thou must set me free; I love thee 

overmuch. 
Sister, speak thou to her; tell her what thing 

I be, 
An outcast perjurer more treacherous than the 

sea, 
A shame, a black disgrace conceived by gods 

averse, 
A blot upon my race, and on my house a 

curse. 
What, thou dost add thy prayer to hers, invoking 

woe. 
As if one prayed the slayer to strike nor spare 

the blow ! 
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Erinna. 
I cannot let thee go. I cannot let thee go. 

Sappho. 

It is over, I can no more. Let the gods' will 
be done. 

Erinna. 

They call me from the shore beyond the setting 
sun. 

Charaxus. 

Behold their vengeance won, the dawnless night 
begun. 

Sappho. 

BlessM are they to whom life tasteth sweet, 

Void of misfortune, for to them soe'er, 

Whose house the gods have shaken and do not 

spare, 
Naught ruinous remaineth incomplete, 
But still beside their race lurketh with tireless 

feet. 
Even as when, 'neath the sea-wandering blast, 
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Malignant, blown from Thrace, 
Swift the waves speed over the ocean's face 
Through the dark, and upward, cast 
From the deep the storm-tossed shingle, 
And the wave-lashed shores, aghast. 
With the roar their moaning mingle. 

I pluck the crown of violets from my head;; 
I fill my mouth with sound of lamentation, 
Shrouding my weeping eyes behind my veil ; 
And mourn my brother as one dead. 
Outcast of God, loathed of his generation. 
No more the far-off shining of his sail 
Shall I behold, nor watch along the shore* 
Never again, ah, never any more. 
With votive image will I take my way 
To her fair shrine who brings the wanderer 

home, 
Euploian Aphrodite, nor with cake 
Well-spiced, and milk, and golden honeycomb, 
Grateful thank-offering to the sea-nymphs make. 
He has gone from me, fallen a spoil and prey 
To her, unpit3ring Apostrophia, 
More bitter than the foam. 
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O God most high, 

Who among mortal men shall bind or break 

Thy power insuperable, the majesty 

Which not that sleep can overtake, 

Known of all things which weary and wane in 

age, 
Nor all the untiring years the great gods' 

heritage? 
For still through time unwasting, throned in 

might, 
Far in the glittering blaze of heaven aflame. 
Thou hast thine habitation; and still the same 
Lord of the day thou art, and master of the 

night 

But for our span one law sufficeth us. 

In days that were and are and are to be, 

Nothing found wholly uncalamitous 

Makes glad the life of things transient as we. 

Delusive hope is fair, and fair desire, 

And fair the lures are of light-minded love 

To many and many a one. 

But, ere his foot touch the warm fire. 

Winged with the envy of the gods above, 
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Ruin hath fallen on him, ignorant of ill begun. 
Wisely the famous word one spake, who saith 
That evil sometime seemeth good to him 
Whose mind the god to judgment hasteneth. 
And for brief space he lives secure from death, 
Filling the vials of wrath full to the utmost brim. 

PiTTACUS. 

Hail, Sappho, and my little Telian friend ; 
We meet, I trust, in no untimely hour. 
These elders, Athens* envoys and my guests, 
For crowning grace of hospitality 
Crave at your hands a favour. Ere they go. 
Fain would they hear your song; whereof the 

fame 
So long hath echoed in their ears. To seek you 
Damophila comes with us as ye see. 
Is it your pleasure to indulge our wish ? 

Sappho. 

O saviour of our state. Lord Pittacus, 
And ye our stranger friends, ambassadors 
Whose sacred hands bear the white wands of 
peace, 

F 
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Welcome and salutation* For your suit, 
Would that we were in better case to grant it. 
All unprepared are we for such an honour. 

my Erinna, what were best? Our trouble 
How shall we hide? How sing with broken 

hearts? 

Erinna. 
Far spent the da!y; the hour of rest draws nigh. 
Let us take; courage to endure till then. 

Sappho. 
So be it ; but, my poor child, thy strength is spent. 
Thou art as haggard-white as one who swoons 
At grips with death. I see the tightened cord 
Strained unto snapping. Yet a little more, 
It breaks, and who shall string the bow anew? 

Erinna. 

1 shall find rest and comfort in the night 

Sappho. 
May harm not reach thee first, outstripping 

these I 
Damophila, wilt thou stand forth to sing? 
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Damophila. 

Goddess, mother of gods, eldest of all save the 

primeval night, 
Sphinx that, sitting alone, lookest before, what 

is the end in sight ? 
Earth, what secret of time broods in thy gaze 

fixed as in time's despite? 

Kingdoms ripen and fall, leaving no name; 

nations are bom and die. 
Dreamlike, cities arise, crumble away, fables of 

history. 
Thou still, ever the same, careful of none, lettest 

them all go by. 

Years speed, centuries glide into the past; ages 

untold have flown 
Since first, out of the void shapen, and firm 

seated on space for throne. 

Thee Love found in the dark, lifeless, inert, 
sterile, a waste of stone. 

Love shot swift as a bolt out of the vast hollows 
of thunder hurled ; 

F 2 
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Wide-spread plumage of fire, glittering vans, 

over his head unfurled; 
Smote light sharp as a sword, subtle as thought, 

down on the bare, blank world. 

Then first heaved she a breath, even the four 

chief of the winds that stir ; 
Then drew over her breast veil of the grass, 

vesture of oak and fir ; 
Then brought forth to the day life manifold, 

nursed on the knees of her. 

Ho, ye children of earth, fashioned of clay, body 

and brain and limb. 
All that crawl in the dust, soar in the air, deep 

in the wave that swim. 
Earth conceived you of Love; matter of her, 

took ye, and soul of him. 

Thou man, even as these, out of the ground 

camest and back must go; 
Thou that walkest erect, speaker of words, lord 

of the beasts below. 
Unto death and decay, even as theirs, doomed 

is thy flesh, I know. 
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Earth, thy mother, who bore these in her womb, 

cradled upon her knee, 
That which forth of her came, perishable, shall 

she require of thee. 
All thy beauty and strength, grown as a leaf, 

shed as a leaf shall be. 

But that essence divine, germinal spark caught 

of the vital fire, 
Black Earth gathers not in ; never at least shall 

she thy soul require; 
This another who gave taketh again. Love who 

is called thy sire. 

Breathed abroad on the winds, even the great 

winds that the ocean stir. 
Sprung aloft from the roots feeding with sap 

verdure of oak and fir. 
Souls of them that are dead quicken the earth : 

these are the soul of her. 

Music perisheth not out of the heart, mute with 
the broken lyre; 
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Though extinct be the flame lit in the lamp, 

shall there not still be fire? 
Floods dismantle the fields, nevertheless summer 

reclothes the mire. 

So we, mutable forms wrought and destroyed, 

germs in thy teeming girth, 
Vessels shapen of clay, brittle and slight, spun 

on the wheel of birth, 
Incorruptibly through infinite change live in thy 

life, O Earth. 

PiTTACUS. 

Thanks to thee, fair Pamphylian, thanks and 

praise. 
Infinite change ! The cycle of decay 
And resurrection ! Even in one brief span 
What changes unimaginable I Here 
These venerable ambassadors and I 
Sit, clothed and girt with peace and amity. 
Drinking sweet music in the dusk and dew. 
The soft, sad sumptuous hour of evenfall. 
When last we met 'twas on Sigaean fields 
In many a conflict of the keen-edged spear. 



' 
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This very greybeard here shore off my crest. 
The day I tangled Phrynon in the net. 
But I wax garrulous; the hour grows late. 

Sappho. 

Sit down, Erinna ; oh spare thyself and me ! 
How canst thou be so bent to thine own harm ? 



Erinna. 
The god's command is on me. Hush, no more. 

Hail to thee, star of the even, O healer of 

labour and sorrow. 
Herald of shadow and slumber to solace the 

griefs of the day; 
I am fain of the night, of the wide-winged night, 

where no dawn of a morrow 
Reopens the wounds of the heart, reimprisons 

the spirit in clay. 
Ah, would that the pinions which wafted Sarpe- 

don of old through the shadows 
Might cradle and soothe and uplift me, and bear 

me away and afar. 
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Where the wind of the dark sighs low in the 

dim wide asphodel meadows, 
As a windless wave swims in from the deep o'er 

the foamless bar. 
O child of law-giving Demeter give heed to me 

now who implore thee; 
Lull me to rest on the peace of thy breast, in 

the arms of thy love. 
By the loss and the search and the sorrow, the 

pangs of the mother who bore thee, 

By her secrets unlawful to utter and spells that 

are mighty to move, 
Give ear to the voice of me calling far off from 

the land of the living, 
Unto thee in silence below, Persephone, queen 

of the dead, 
For the wine of the night in the chalice of death, 

for the draught of thy giving, 
Wrung from the clusters no summer has softened, 

no vintage has bled. 
Love that I cherished has left me, unloved and 

alone and forsaken; 
Life that I prized has no prize to bestow, and 

no race to be run. 
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As a weed of the field I am withered, a weed 

some reaper has shaken 
From a sheaf of the com when the land lies 

shorn and the harvest is done. 
Well thou knowest the gods in their heaven 

are cruel and empty of pity ; 
No pity had they on thy mother, no pity, O 

goddess, on thee, 
Till the smoke of their altars ascended no 

longer from hamlet or city. 
When the whole wide earth cried aloud in her 

dearth from the sea to the sea. 
Me they have hated who made me, enriched 

and despoiled at their pleasure. 
Giving Love, and his roses are cankered, and 

song which is sorrow of heart. 
To the tune which has maddened the world 

from of old have my feet kept measure. 
But the music falls and the darkness calls ; it is 

time to depart. 
Far out of sight of the land, over spaces of 

desolate ocean 
Speeding, my spirit shall hasten to shores of 

the god of the west, 
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Buoyant and borne as the white-winged gull 'mid 

the turbulent motion 
Over the rush and the roar and the foam to my 

haven of rest. 
Pallid and purple the dusk of the day, from Eous 

ascending; 
Encompasses earth with her wings, enfolding the 

depth and the height; 
And solemn the stately procession of planet and 

star, never ending; 
Pours from the outermost deeps of the air to 

their thrones of a night. 
Shine fair, O ye lamps of the living, once more 

ere mine eyelids shall darken 
Over the eyes which no sun shall arise and 

awaken to tears, 
For a sound steals out of the stillness, the voice 

of the goddess I hearken. 
Calling to rest and to slumber and loosing the 

yoke of the years. 
And music no mortal may list to and live seems 

to waver and wander 
From over Ordjminus, and beckon my soul to 

make ready to go; 
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The sad, strange paean of greeting which swells 

from the multitude yonder. 
Wailing, exulting and sighing, and calling to me 

from below 

Sappho. 

Erinna! Oh, help, she falls, 
And red blood drips 
From her parted lips I 

PiTTACUS. 

She hath followed the voice which calls, 
And behind her they bar the gate. 
She hath bitten the blood-red fruit, 
The fruit of the pomegranate, 
Whose seeds are death. 

Sappho. 

Death? But she is not dead. 
Though her mouth be mute, 
'Tis to gather again the breath. 



Damophila. 
There shall never a word be said 
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By those lips again. 

See, the token, the scarlet stain I 

Sappho. 

She said, 'Till the night shall come, 
Let us sing.' But her lips are dumb. 

Damophila. 

No song shall her lips divide 
At morning or eventide 
Or the noon of day. 

Sappho. 

'Ah, leave me not, thou,' she prayed. 
Is she gone, and her prayer gainsaid? 

Damophila. 

Her hand in thy clasping hand. 
But she walks in a lonely land, 
Which is far away. 

Sappho. 

Wide open and fixed her eyes 
As in wonder and wild surprise. 
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PiTTACUS. 

They stare, for her straining sight 
Searches the realms of night 
Impenetrable. 

Sappho. 

Erinna, oh, hear me cry! 
'Tis Sappho who calls ; 'tis I ! 



PiTTACUS. 

Call! But she hears no more; 
Her ears are stunned by the roar 
Of the streams of hell. 

Sappho. 

My lips on thy temples prest, 
My lx)som against thy breast, 
My spirit I pour on thee. 
Thou shalt die not, but live, I say; 
Come back to the courts of day; 
Come back to me ! 

PiTTACUS. 

God, who hast hell for dower. 
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Sullen and sombre power, 
Envious and hated: 
Hadesy hast thou forgone 
Ever a victim won? 
By prayer or gift hath none 
Soothed thee or sated. 

Sappho. 
Raise ye the dirge, and wail I 

Damophila. 

More sweet than the nightingale 
Was her voice that is hushed. 
It hath fallen at fall of night. 
Her star, that was found so bright 
When the morning blushed. 

Sappho. 

Sister, sweet star, upon the brows of morning 

Thy beams in life were shed. 

Now evening falls, and lo, thy light adorning 

The darkness of the dead. 

Safe be thy voyaging across the river 

Whose waves divide 
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Some little whilei and then no more for ever, 

Me from thy side. 

Gold from thy golden head I shear for token 

To greet the queen of hell. 

O lyre of love^ whose strings by love lie broken, 

Hail and farewell. 



THE END 
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and exhaustive exposition of a subject of which the author is an 
undoubted master, and illustrated by a large number of first-rate 
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The life of the late Father Dolling was in many ways an exceedingly 
remarkable one. He is probably best known to the world in connection 
with his work at Landport in charge of the Winchester College Mission. 
It was at Landport that he was first in a position to give full scope to 
his ideas, many of them quite out of the ordinary run, on the social and 
religious reclamation of the poor and outcast. The Rev. C. E. Osborne 
knew Father Dolling intimately for over twenty years. He was closely 
interested in his earlier efforts^ and for over seven years was his principsd 
helper at Landport. He had thus exceptional opportunities of gaining 
an insight into Father Dolling's character and aims, and is, perhaps, 
in this respect, better qualified than any other man to undertake the 
writing of tibe present volume. 

At the moment of his early death last year Father Dolling was con- 
templating the publication of an autobiography. Those who knew him 
and loved the Irish raciness of his style will more than ever regret that 
he did not live to .carry out his intention. It is believed, however, that 
Mr. Osborne has succeeded in presenting a worthy and sympathetic 
picture of his friend, which will be welcomed, not only by Wykehamists, 
but by all who desire to promote the welfare — spiritual, moral, and 
physical — of their less fortunate fellow-men. 

Mr. Osborne desires to state that any profits which may accrue to 
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The Tour described in this book was undertaken by Mr. G. F. 
Abbott, of Emmanuel College, Cambridge, under the auspices of that 
University, with a view to the collection of materials for a work on 
Macedonian folk-lore, to be issued shortly by the University Press. 

' Mr. Abbott's delightful account of his recent tour in that distressful but pic- 
turesque country has a topical interest nearly equal to its literary diarm. 
Mr. Abbott has a f;enial sense of humour, a strong intelligence, and a limpid style, 
which in combination have enabled him to produce one of the best books of travel in 
Turkish dominions which has appeared since Kingslake*s *' Eothen," and one which 
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* We have seldom read such a captivating volume of travels.' — New LibereU lieview, 
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Tour in Macedonia'; it is one of the wisest and wittiest of modern books of travel, 
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conclusions.* — Birmingham Daily Post, 
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This is a volume of Essays on the Art of Every-day Conduct which 
may be particularly recommended to parents with growing children, 
though it would be hard for anyone to read them without benefit. 
Among Mrs. Bell's subjects are the following, which indicate the nature 
of the book : — * On the Better Teaching of Manners ;* * On Some 
Difficulties Incidental to Middle Age'; * Concerning the Relation between 
Mothers and Daughters '; ' On the Merits and Demerits of Thrift, and 
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This, the latest volume from Professor Ealeigh's pen, will be welcomed 
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which, in size and scope, the present volume is uniform. The following 
is a summary of its Contents : — Introduction. I. — Childhood and 
Education. 11. — The French Revolution: Coleridge. III. — Poetic 
Diction. IV.— Nature, V. — Humanity. VI. — Illumination. VII.— 
Conclusion. 
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In this lucid record of the work performed by the exploratory 
expedition sent out to Uganda in June, 1897, under the command of 
Major (now Colonel) J. R. L. Macdonald, R.E., it is hoped that the 
account given of the * Sudanese mutiny,* as written down by one who 
was on the spot at the time, may tend to remove the many erroneous 
impressions which still exist with regard to that unfortunate event. 

The book covers the whole period of operations until March, 1899, 
when the author came home. The story of the long months of 
almost incessant fighting which followed the outbreak of the mutiny is 
naturally a complicated one, but it is told with such temperate clearness 
that its interest is maintained throughout. After the suppression of the 
rising the author commanded an exploring column in the neighbourhood 
of Lake Rudolf. Lovers alike of sport and of scenery will take pleasure 
in his description of his experiences. The book is beautifully illustrated 
from photographs taken during the expedition. 

' The story of the march ... is dramatic, and could scarcely have been better told. 
. . . Will possess a permanent interest in the literature of Central Africa.' — Standard, 

* The story of both the military and exploring expeditions is full of interest, and brings 
home to us once more what may be done by a small force of determined men cast loose in 
the midst of unknown dangers.' — Academy and Literature. 

' The whole is as stirring a piece of soldiering and surveying as anyone could desire. It 
combines happily the excitement of a story of adventure with the work of a scientific 
expedition.*— A'i^rM^ni Whig, 



THE HOUSE OF SELEUCUS. 

By EDWYN ROBERT BEVAN, 

Author op the Rbcbntly Published Translation of 'Prometheus Vinctus.' 

Tivo Volumes, Demy Sw. With Portraits^ Plates and Maps. 30X. nett 

This book treats of a phase of Greek civilization of immense impor- 
tance, and yet singularly neglected — the Greco-Macedonian rule in the 
East after Alexander the Great It deals with the dynasty which played 
the principal part in the Greek East — that founded by the Macedonian 
Seleucus. There is no modern book, even in German, which makes a 
special study of the history of the Seleucid kingdom. 

The period is of vital consequence in many ways : (i) A great deal in 
the Roman imperial system was taken over from the Greek monarchies, 
and in them many of the elements of the great European tradition took 
shape. (2) The episode of Antiochus Epiphanes and the Jews, which 
marks an epoch in the history of our religion, belongs to Seleucid 
history also. (3) The Greek civilization, which these rulers repre- 
sented, was identical in germ with our own, and the English who to-day 
are the chief representatives of that civilization in its contact with the 
East may look upon the Seleucid kings as their forerunners. 

The work contains, besides two full-page portraits of Antiochus III., 
reproductions of the very complete series of coins issued under the 
Seleucid dynasty. 

' It is seldom that the critic welcomes a work of so much ambition and achieve- 
ment from a new historian as '^The House of Seleucus." . . . The first serious 
attempt made in modern times to treat the Seleucid realm as a whole, apart from the 
other Macedonian kingdoms. The result is astonishingly successful. ... As an 
authority on authorities Mr. Sevan's book will long retain a very high value. ^ — Times, 

* Mr. Bevan shows himself complete master of his subject. . . . Such writing as this 
makes us hail in Mr. Bevan the appearance of a new historian fit to stand b^ide the 
best of the French or German specialists.* — Athenaum, 

' *' The House of Seleucus " should undoubtedly be read by all who take an interest 
in ancient history.* — ScUurday Review. 

' A book which will be indispensable to all who do not make Alexander's death the 
limit of their interest in Hellenic things. ... A work of great and lasting interest.' 
Cambridge Review. 

NE W AND CHEAPER EDITION. 

A MEMOIR OF ANNE J. CLOUGH, 

Principal of Newnham College, Cambridge. 

By her Niece, BLANCHE A. CLOUGH 

Crown Svo. With Portrait. 6s. 



JOURNALS OF FIELD-MARSHAL 
COUNT VON BLUMENTHAL, 

for 1866 and 1870-71. 

Edited by Count ALBRECHT von BLUMENTHAL. 
Translated by Major A. D. GILLESPIE-ADDISON. 

Demy Zvo. With Portraits and Maps^ 1 2S, 6d. nett. 

These Journals of the great Prussian Field-Marshal were written by 
him to serve as notes for further memoirs. Although, therefore, they do 
not claim to be in any way complete works, they present so vivid and 
interesting a picture of the daily work and thought of the famous Chief 
of the Staff that they form a valuable record of the stirring times to 
which they relate. 

' The book, valuable as a document of history, is invariably interesting to read. — 
Scotsman, 

* A very interesting peep behind the scenes of German military life.' — St. James's Gazette. 

* The book is of great value from every point of view, and has been excellently tiBns- 
lBLXed.'—Daify Mail 



THE DEAN OF ST PATRICK'S. 

H plas in your Hcts. 

By Mrs. HUGH BELL. 
Crown Zvo. 2S. 6d, net. 



A DAY DREAM AND OTHER POEMS. 

By E. H. CLUTTERBUCK. 

Crown Zvo, 3J. 6^/. nett, 

' The work is always cultured, thoughtful, and fine ; and the book is sure to charm 
a studious mind.' — Scotsman. 



ERINNA. A Tragedy. 

By J. GURDON. 

Crown Svo. $s, 6d, nett, 

* This is an excellent piece of work, as full of promise as anything that we have 
seen for some time; worthy to be ranked with Mr. Swinburne^ 'Atalanta in 
Calydon. ' — Spectator, 



NEW NOVELS. 

Crown Svo. 6s, ecLclu 



THE PAVILIONS OF LOVE. 

By MILDRED SHENSTONE. 

THE ABSURD REPENTANCE. 

By ST. JOHN LUCAS. 

THE TAINT OF THE CITY. 

By CHARLES EDDY. 

AUTHOK OP 'WiNIPRBD AND THB StOCKBROKBR.* 

' An extremely divertins and instructive comedy of the St ock Exchange. The uniaiUi^ vivadty of 
the dialogue and the excdlence of the portraiture keep the readers interest enchained m>m first to 
last. ' — Spectator, 

Second Impression. 

THE LITTLE RED FISH. 

By PHILIP LAURENCE OLIPHANT. 

' We confess to finding this story absorbing from the first page to the last, and we read it with the 
additional pleasure that comes from the work of a man who has learned to write with ease and 
dbtinction. — IVr^AnVv Post, 

* " The Little Red Fish " makes very good xksiI^z:— Morning Post* 

' A capital tale.' — St. Jofnes's Gazette. 

Second Impression. 

THE TEMPLARS. 

By E. H. LACON WATSON. 

' A love story told with no lack of humour and a grateful quality of freshness.'— -T'A/ Times, 

CHANGES AND CHANCES. 

By ANTOINETTE WEBER. 



RECENTL y PUBLISHED. 
Second Impression. 

DONNA DIANA. 

By RICHARD BAGOT, 

Author op 'Casting op Nbts,' btc. 

Second Impression. 

THE THOUSAND EUGENL^S, AND OTHER 

STORIES 

* By Mrs. ALFRED SIDGWICK, 

Author op * Cynthia's Way." 
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ARNOLD'S OITY SERIES OF OOMMERCE 

AND FINANOE. 

Edited by F. HARCOURT KITCHIN. 

Crown Svo. $5. each^ nett. 

Mr. Edward Arnold has pleasure in announcing that he has made 
arrangements for the issue of a Series of Handbooks on Commercial 
and Financial Subjects, which it is hoped will meet the present 
serious deficiency in popular and authoritative books on these important 
matters. The series will be under the editorship of Mr. F. Harcourt 
KiTCHiN, a well-known expert on life insurance and kindred subjects. 

The following volumes are in preparation, and are intended to appear 
shortly : 

THE STOCK EXCHANGE : Its Organisation and 

Management* 

By G. D. INGALL and GEORGE WITHERS. 

BRITISH RAILWAYS: Their Organisation and 

Management* 
By HUGH MUNRO ROSS, B.A., late Exhibitioner of Lincoln 

College, Oxford. 

LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANIES : Their Organisa^ 

tion and Management* 
By F. HARCOURT KITCHIN, B.A., late Scholar of Selwyn 

College, Cambridge. 

SHIPPING COMPANIES : Their Organisation and 

Management* 
By BENEDICT GINSBURG, LL.D. Camb., one of the Counsel 
of the Marine Department of the Board of Trade. 

PUBLIC COMPANIES : Accounts and their Audit. 

By H. C. EMERY. 

Mr. Emery is not only a skilled accountant, but a solicitor whose speciality is 
Company Law. 

Volumes on The Produce Markets and Eycfiange» LIoyd% Fire 
and Accident Insurance, Gas and Water Undertakings^ and 
Municipal Trading, are also in contemplation* 



NEW SERIES OF NAVAL AND MILITARY 

BIOGRAPHIES. 

Edited by Professor C. W. Oman, Author of * The Art of War in the 

Middle Ages/ * The Peninsular War/ etc. 

Large Crown Svo, 'js. 6dL each. 



The following volumes have already appeared : 

MY ADVENTURES DURING THE LATE WAR: 

A Narrative of Shipwreck^ Captivity^ Escapes from French 
Prisons^ and Sea Service in 1804-H* 

By DONAT HENCHY O'BRIEN, Captain R.N. 
With Photogravure Illustrations and Maps. 

* It would be difficult to find a better book of adventure than Captain O'Brien's, 
now for the first time reprinted under the auspices of Professor Oman. Simple and 
direct as a story by Defoe, it carries the reader breathlessly along, and causes him one 
r^et only — that he cannot read it fast enough.' — Spectator, 
° It is the best book of real adventures published this ^easonJ'— Liverpool Mercury, 

' It is most interesting from cover to cover, and will make a splendid addition to 
any school library. . . . We heartily recommend the book to all our readers.' — 
School World. 



ADVENTURES WITH THE CONNAUGHT 

RANGERS, FROM ISO? TO MM. 

By WILLIAM GRATTAN, Esq., late Lieutenant Connaught 

Rangers. 

With Photogravure Illustrations, Plans, and Maps. 

' No one interested in this stirring period of our military history should omit to read 
this well-edited book, which firom beginning to end necessarily bears the mark of 
actual experience.' — Field, 

' lie is very well worth reading, and altogether to be enjoyed.' — Guardian, ^ 

* It is hardly necessary to say that Mr. Grattan's book provides very interesting and 
amusing reading.' — Si,Jame!^s Gazette, 

' It is a marvellous hooV,^ -^Military Mail. 
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ESSEX HOUSE PRESS PUBLICATIONS. 

Mr. Edward Arnold has much pleasure in calling attention to the 
fact that almost without exception these interesting books have all been 
bought up and become out of print before pubhcation, while one or two 
that have found their way into the sale-rooms have commanded a high 
premium. 

These books are printed by the Guild of Handicraft, at Essex 
House, on the hand presses used by the late Mr. William Morris at 
the Kelmscott Press. Members of Mr. Morris's staff are also re- 
tained at the Essex House Press, and it is the hope of the Guild of 
Handicraft by this means to continue in some measure the tradition of 
good printing and fine workmanship which William Morris revived. 

Subscribers to the complete series of Essex House Publications are 
given priority for any new book issued, and the number of subscribers 
is constantly increasing. Intending subscribers and persons who desire 
to receive announcements of tlie forthcoming publications are recom- 
mended to enter their names as soon as possible. 



ORDERS MAY MOW BE GIVEN FOR THE FOLLOWING 8 

The 'Parentalla' of Sir Christopher Wren. The Life and 

Account of the Works of the Great Architect by his Son. Containing a series 
of illustrations of the remaining City Churches. 

The Guild of Handieraft Song-Book. With cuts and music in 

four-page sheets at is. a sheet, to be issued in sets of ten at a time, or bound 
up subsequently by arrangement. 

Cleero's 'De Amicitia' in Latin and English (John Harrington's 

translation, Elizabethan). 

THE PUBUCATIONS ALREADY ISSUED ARE i 

I. Benvenuto CelUni's Treatises on Metal Work and Sculpture. 

By C. R. AsHBBE. 600 copies. A few still left 35s. nett. 

2. The Hymn of Bardaisan, the first Christian Poem, rendered into 

English verse from the original Syriac, by F. Crawford Burkitt, of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. 250 copies. [OtU of print, 

3. Bunyan'S Pilgrim's Progress. Edited from the earlier editions 

by Janet E. Ashbee, with a frontispiece by Reginald Savage. Vellum 
cover. 750 copies. 30s. nett. 

4. The Church of Saint Mary Stratford atte Bow. 250 copies. 

\Put of print. 

5. Shelley's Adonais. Vellum series. 50 copies. \Out of print 

6. Shakespeare's Poems. 450 copies. \Out of print. 



II 
ESSEX HOUSE PRESS PUBLICATIONS— a7»/^';{i^^. 

7. The Eve of St. Agnes. By John Keats. Vellum series. 

125 copies. £2 2s. nett. [Oui of print, 

8. The Courtyer of Count Baldesar Castilio, divided into Foure 

Bookes. Done into Englyshe by Thomas Hoby. 200 copies. \Out of print 

9. Gray's Elegy written in a Country Churchyard. The 

third of the Vellum Series. 125 copies. \Out of print, 

10. Walt Whitman's Hymn on the Death of Lincoln. 125 copies. 

\Put of print, 

11. An Endeavour towards the Teaching of John Ruskin 

and William Morris. By C. R. Ashbee. 250 copies. {Out of print, 

12. John Woolman's Journal. 250 copies. [Out of print, 

13. Erasmus' Praise of Folly. 250 copies. £z 3s. [Vefyfew. 

14. Penn's Fruits of Solitude. 250 copies. [Out of print, 

15. Spenser's Epithalamion. 150 copies. [Out of print. 
[6. American Sheaves and English Seed Com. By C. R. 

AsHBBB. 300 copies. 30s. nett. 

17. The Doings of Death, Folio Volume of Large Woodcuts. By 

William Strang. 140 copies. £6 6s. 

18. The Psalms of David : in the Version of the Anglican 

Prayer-Book, but aeeordingr to the Original Orthography and 
Arrangement of the Cranmer Bible. Limited editions of 10 copies 

vellum at >Ci6 i6s. nett (all sold), and 250 copies at £^ 4s. nett (very few left). 

19. The Old Palace of Bromley. By Ernest Godman. With an 

Introduction by C. R. Ashbbs. Limited to 350 copies, of which 200 are 
for the use of the Committee for the Survey of the Memorials of Greater 
London, leaving 150 for sale. 21s. nett. 

20. A Coronation Masque, entitled The Masque of the Edwards. 

By C. R. AsHBBE. With a series of pictured pageants by Edith Harwood. 
Limited to 300 copies at £z 3s. There will tdso be 20 copies on vellum, 
coloured in water-colours by the artist, at ;^I2 12s. 

21. Chaucer's Flower and Leaf. Vellum series. 165 copies. 

[Out of print, 

22. Bums' *Tam O'Shanter.' Vellum series. 150 copies. With a 

hand-coloured frontispiece by William Strang. [Out of print, 

23. Milton's Comus. Vellum series. 150 copies. [Out of print. 



These volumes are published on behalf of the Essex House Press by 
Mr. Edward Arnold, and can be ordered either from him or from any 
Bookseller. 
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KING EDWARD THE SEVENTH'S 

PRAYER-BOOK. 

This will be a sumptuous edition of the Book of Common Prayer, 
which, by gracious permission of His Majesty, will be entitled ' King 
Edward the Seventh's Prayer-Book.' 

The new Prayer-Book will be hand printed at the Essex House Press, 
and whilst conforming to the Authorized Version will rank, as a piece 
of typography, with the Great Prayer-Book of Edward VI. It is to be 
in new type designed by Mr. C. R. Ashbee, with about one hundred 
and fifty woodcuts, and is to be printed in red and black on Batchelor 
hand-made paper. There will also probably be a special binding of 
green vellum with a gold block design and clasps. 

Exceptional circumstances connected with the Book of Common 
Prayer render it essential that this work, in order to be of historic value, 
shall be issued with the imprint of the King's printers ; the Prayer-Book 
will therefore be published by his Majesty's printers, Messrs. Eyre and 
Spottiswoode, acting under the Royal Letters Patent, who will superintend 
the work of the Essex House Press. 

Mr. Edward Arnold, publisher to the Essex House Press, is now 
entering subscriptions for the work, and as the few available copies are 
being rapidly taken up, those who desire to possess this important work 
are recommended to apply as soon as possible. 

The edition will be strictly limited to a total of four hundred copies 
for England and America, at a price of Twelve Guineas Of 12 12s.) nett. 
There will also be five copies for England on vellum at Forty Pounds 
{£4^) ^^^^ ^^ ^ which are already sold. 



PORTFOLIO OF THE NATIONAL 
GALLERY OF SCOTLAND. 

With a Preface by His Grace the DUKE OF ARGYLL. 

Edition de Luxe, limited to 350 copies, containing Forty Photogravure 

Reproductions on Japanese Vellum. 

Demy folio. jQio los. 
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FICTION. 

About. TRENTE ET QUARANTE. Translated by Lord Newton. 
Crown 8vo., 38. 6d« 

Adalet. HAD J IRA : A Turkish Love Story. By Adalet. Cloth, 6s. 

Adderley. PAUL MERCER. A Tale of Repentance among Millions. 
By the Hon. and Rev. James Adderley. Third Edition. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Ba^ot CASTING OF NETS. By Richard Bagot. Tenth Impres- 
sion. 6s. 

' Ba^ot. DONNA DIANA. By Richard Bagot. Second Impression. 6s. 

BelL THE ARBITER. By Mrs. Hugh Bell. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Browne. THE BETTALEY JEWELS. By Miss E. M. Balfour 
Browne. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

3niiS6n. A WINTER IN BERLIN. By Marie von Bunsen. 
Translated by A F. D. Second Edition. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Bnmeside. THE DELUSION OF DIANA By Margaret Burnbside. 
Second Edition, crown 8vo., 6s. 

Obarleton. NETHERDYKE. By R. J. Charleton. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Gherbnliez. THE TUTOR'S SECRET. (Le Secret du Pr^eptcur.) 
Translated from the French of Victor Cherbuliez. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s, 

Chester. A PLAIN WOMAN'S PART. By Norley Chester. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Gholmondeley. RED POTTAGE. By Mary Cholmondeley, Author of 

'Diana Tempest,' etc. Thirteenth Impression. Crown 8vo.| 6s. 

Olark Bnssell. ROSE ISLAND. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 

* The Wreck of the Grosvenory etc 6s. 

Oloiurton. THE DUKE. By J. Storer Clouston, Author of *The 
Lunatic at Large.* 6s. 

Ooleridge. THE KING WITH TWO FACES. By M. E. Coleridge. 
Eighth Impression, crown 8vo., 6s. 

Ooleridge. THE FIERY DAWN. By M. E. Coleridge. 6s. 

Oollingwood. THE BONDWOMAN. A Story of the Northmen in 
Lakeland. By W. G. Collingwood, Author of ' Thorstein of the Mere,' ' The 
Life and Work of John Ruskin,' etc. Cloth, i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

Dnnmore. ORMISDAL. A Novel. By the Earl of Dunmorb, F.R.G.S.^ 
Author of ' The Pamirs.' Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

Eddy. WINIFRED AND THE STOCKBROKER. By CHARLES 

Eddy. 3s. 6d. 
Eddy. THE TAINT OF THE CITY. (See page 7.) 
Edwards. THE MERMAID OF INISH-UIG. By R. W. K. Edwards. 

Crown 8vo., 38. 6d. 
Falkner. MOONFLEET. By J. Meade Falkner. Third Impression, 

crown 8vo., 66. 
Pord. ON THE THRESHOLD. By ISABELLA O. FORD, Author of 

' Miss Blake of Monkshalton.' Crown 8vo., 38. 6d. 

Pord. MR ELLIOTT, By Isabella O. Ford. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Qaant DAVE'S SWEETHEART. By Mary Gaunt. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 
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Ban. FISH TAILS AND SOME TRUE ONES. Crown 8vo., 68. 

EuxlMlt THE FOREST OF BOURG-MARIE. By S. Frances 

Harrison (Senniu). Crown 8to., 6b, 
Hickman. HALF MY LIFE. By Captain W. T. Hickmann. 6s. 

Hnssey. DULCINEA Bv Eyre Hussey, Author of *On Account of 
Sarah ' and 'Just Jannock 1 Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Hntehinaon. THAT FIDDLER FELLOW. A Tale of St. Andrews. By 
H. G. Hutchinson, Author of * My Wife's Politics.' Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Knntsford. THE MYSTERY OF THE RUE SOLY. Translated hy 
Lady Knutsiord from the French of H. db Baliac Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Tilghthall, THE FALSE CHEVALIER. By W. D. Lighthall. 
Crown Sto., 68. 

Lncas. THE ABSURD REPENTANCE. (See p. 7.) 

McNnltf. MISTHER aRYAN. An Incident in the History of a Nation. 

By Edward McNulty. Small 8yo., elegantly bound, 3s. 6d. 
MeNnltf. SON OF A PEASANT. By Edward McNulty. Cloth, 6s. 

Montrteor. WORTH WHILE. Bv F. F. MontrAsor, Author of < Into 
the Highways and Hedges.' Crown oto., doth, 2s. 6d. 

OHphant. THE LITTLE RED FISH. (See page 7.) 

Ozenden. A REPUTATION FOR A SONG. By Maud Oxenden. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Ozenden. INTERLUDES. By Maud Oxenden. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Pickering. VERITY. By Sidney Pickering. 6s. 

Pinsent. JOB HILDRED. By Ellen F. Pinsent, Author of * Jenny's 

Case.' One toI., crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Badfoxd. JENNY OF THE VILLA. By Mrs. H. C. Radford. 6s. 
Roberts. THE COLOSSUS. By Morley Roberts, Author of ' A Son 

of Empire.' Third Impression. Crown 8vo., 66. 
Roberts. LORD LINLITHGOW. By Morley Roberts. Second 

Impression. 6s. 
Seton. TWO BABES IN THE CITY. By Christine Seton and 

Estra Wilbraham. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Seton. AN AMATEUR PROVIDENCE. By Christine Seton. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Shenstone. THE PAVILIONS OF LOVE. (See p. 7.) 
Sidgwick. CYNTHIA'S WAY. By Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick Author of 

*The Grasshoppers,' *The Inner Shrine,* etc. Fourth Impression. Crown 

8vo., 6s. 

Sidgwick. THE THOUSAND EUGENIAS AND OTHER STORIES. 

By Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick. Second Impression. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Sxdnner. A RELUCTANT EVANGELIST, and other Stories. By 

Alice Spinnbr, Author of * Lucilla,' * A Study in Colour,' etc. Crown 8yo., 65, 
Wallace. LOTUS OR LAUREL ? By Helen Wallace (Gordon Roy). 

Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Watson. THE TEMPLARS. (See page 7.) 
Weber. CHANGES AND CHANCES. (See page 7.) 
WiUiama. THE BAYONET THAT CAME HOME. By N. WYNNE 

Williams. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 
Wilson. T* BACCA QUEEN. By Theodora Wilson. Crown 8vo., 6s. 



BIOGRAPHY AND REMINISCENCES. 

Adderley. FRANCIS: the Little Poor Man of Assisi. By James 
Addbrley, Author of * Stephen Remarx.' Second Edition. With Portrait of 
St. Francis. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Adderley. MONSIEUR VINCENT : a Short Life of St. Vincent de 
Paul. By James Adderley. With Devotional Portrait. Small cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Alexander. RECOLLECTIONS OF A HIGHLAND SUBALTERN 
during the Campaigns of the 93rd Highlanders in India, under Colin Campbell, 
Lord Clyde, in 1857- 1859. By Lieutenant-Colonel W. Gordon Alexander. 
Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo., cloth, i6s. 

Ba^ot LINKS WITH THE PAST. By Mrs. Charles Bagot. Fourth 
Impression. Demy 8yo. With Portrait. 1 6s. 

Blumenthal, von. JOURNALS OF FIELD-MARSHAL COUNT VON 
BLUMENTHAL FOR 1866 AND 1870-71. (See page 6.) 

Brookfleld. RANDOM REMINISCENCES. By Charles H. E. 
Brookfield. Fourth Impression. 8vo., 14s. nett. 

dough. A MEMOIR OF ANNE J. CLOUGH, Principal of Ncwnham 
College, Cambridge. By her Niece, Blanche A. Clough. With Portraits 
Svo., I2S. 6d. New and cheaper edition. 6s. 

De Vere. RECOLLECTIONS OF AUBREY DE VERE. Third Edition 
with Portrait. Demy 8vo., i6s. 

Penton. THE JOURNAL OF MRS. FENTON IN INDIA AND 
THE COLONIES, 1826-1830. 8vo., 8s. 6d. nett 

Orattan. ADVENTURES WITH THE CONNAUGHT RANGERS, 
from 1809- 1814. (See page 9.) 

Grey. HUBERT HERVEY, STUDENT AND IMPERIALIST. 
By the Right Hon. Earl Grey. Demy 8vo., Illustrated, 7s. 6d. 

Hare. MARIA EDGEWORTH: her Life and Letters. Edited by 
Augustus J, C. Harb, Author of * The Story of Two Noble lives,' etc. With 
Portraits. Two vols., crown 8vo., i6s. nett. 

Hole. THE MEMORIES OF DEAN HOLE. By the Very Rev. S. 
Reynolds Hole, Dean of Rochester. With Illustrations from Sketches by 
Leech and Thackeray. Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Hole. MORE MEMORIES : Being Thoughts about England spoken in 
America. By Dean Hole. With Frontispiece. Demy 8vo., i6s. 

Hole. A LITTLE TOUR IN AMERICA. By Dean Hole. lUustrated. 
Demy 8va, 16s. 

Hole. A LITTLE TOUR IN IRELAND. By 'Oxonian' (Dean Hole). 
Illustrated by John Leech. Large crown 8vo., 6s. 

Holmes. PICTURES AND PROBLEMS FROM LONDON POLICE 
COURTS. By Thomas Holmes. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo., 
3s. 6d. 

Holland. LETTERS OF MARY SIBYLLA HOLLAND. Selected and 
edited by her Son, Bernard Holland. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.| 
7s. 6d. nett. 
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Lake. MEMORIALS OF THE VERY REV. W. C. LAKE, D.D., 
Dean of Durham, i869-iS94. Edited by his Widow, Katharine Lake. 
With Portrait Demy 870., i6s. 

Le PkniL SEVENTY YEARS OF IRISH LIFE. By the late W. R. 
La Fanu. Popular Edition. Crown Sva, 68. 

Kacanlay. THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF ZACHARY 
MACAULAY. By Viscountess Knutsford. With Portrait Demy 8vo., i6s. 

IbodonaUL THE MEMOIRS OF THE LATE SIR JOHN A. 
MACDONALD, G.CB., First Prime Minister of Canada. Edited by Joseph 
Pops, his Private Secretary. With Portraits. Two vols., demy 8vo., 32s. 

Markham RECOLLECTIONS OF A TOWNBOY AT WEST- 
MINSTER, 1849-1855. (See page 2.) 

Marson. HUGH OF LINCOLN. By Charles Marson, Vicar of 
Hambrid^e, Taunton. With Portrait. Small crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Mtrivale. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF DEAN MERIVALK With 
Selections from his Correspondence. lA^th Portrait, demy 8vo., 16s. 

MUner. ARNOLD TOYNBEE : A Reminiscence. By Viscount Milner, 
G.CB. New Edition. Crown 8vo., 25. 6d. 

Mott. A MINGLED YARN. The Autobiography of Edward Spencer 
MoTT (Nathaniel Gubbins). Author of ' Cakes and Ale,' etc. Large crown 
8vo., I2S. 6d. 

O'Brien. MY ADVENTURES DURING THE LATE WAR, 1804-1814. 
(See page 9.) 

Osborae. THE LIFE OF FATHER DOLLING. (See page 2.) 

Paaley. A MEMOIR OF ADMIRAL SIR T. S. PASLEY, Bart. By 
Louisa M. S. Paslby. With Frontispiece. Demy 8vo., cloth 14s. 

Pigon. PHASES OF MY LIFE. By the Very Rev. Francis Pigou, 
Dean of Bristol. Sixth Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Baleigh. ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. By Walter Raleigh, 

Professor of English Literature in the University of Glasgow. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Rocliefort. THE ADVENTURES OF MY LIFE. By Henri Roche- 
fort. Second Edition. Two vols., large crown 8vo., 25s. 

Boebnck. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY AND LETTERS of the Right 
Hon. JOHN ARTHUR ROEBUCK, Q.C., M.P. Edited by Robert Eadon 
LsADBR. With two Portraits. Demy 8vo., 16s. 

Eumbold. RECOLLECTIONS OF A DIPLOMATIST. By the Right 
Hon. Sir Horace Rumbold, Bart., G.C.B.,G.C.M.G. Fourth Impression. 
Two vols. With Portrait. Demy 8vo., 25s. nett. 

Solly. THE LIFE OF HENRY MORLEY, LL.D., Professor of 
English Literature at University College, London. By the Rev. H. S. 
Solly, M.A. V^th two Portraits. Demy 8va, 12s. 6d. 

ToUemaclie. BENJAMIN JOWETT, MASTER OF BALLIOL. A 
Personal Memoir. By the Hon. L. A. Tollbmachb. Fourth Edition, with 
portrait. Cloth, 3s. dd. 

ToUemaclie. TALKS WITH MR. GLADSTONE. By the Hon. L. A. 
Tollbmachb. With a Portrait of Mr. Gladstone. Large crown 8vo., 6s. 
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Bansome. THE BATTLES OF FREDERICK THE GREAT. Extracted 
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Ball KLEINES HAUSTHEATER. Fifteen Little Plays in Gennan for 
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Bntlar. SELECT ESSAYS OF SAINTE BEUVE. Chiefly bearing on 
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OoUingwood. THORSTEIN OF THE MERE : a Saga of the Northmen 
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Baleigh. STYLE. By Walter Raleigh, Professor of English Literature 
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By Sir Rbnnbll Rodd, K.C.M.G. With seven full-page Illustrations. 8vo., 
cloth, 8s. 6d. 
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Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo., 12s. 6d. 
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New and cheaper edition, 2 vols., post 4to., 21s. nett. The original Edition, 
with 39 full-page Photogravures, can still be obtained, £^ 3s. nett. 

Qleichen. WITH THE BRITISH MISSION TO MENELIK, 1897. 
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Illustrated, demy 8vo., x6s. 
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Grey. IN MOORISH CAPTIVITY. An Account of the 'Tourmaline* 
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Demy 8vo., l6s. 
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MeNab. ON VELDT AND FARM, IN CAPE COLONY, BECHUANA- 
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Pollok. FIFTY YEARS' REMINISCENCES OF INDIA. By Lieut.- 
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Portal. THE BRITISH MISSION TO UGANDA. By the late Sir 
Gerald Portal, K.C.M.G. Edited by Sir Rbnnbll Rodd, K. CM. G. With 
an Introduction by the Earl of Cromer, G.CM.G. Illustrated from Photos 
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Pritchett. PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES OF SHIPPING AND 
CRAFT ALL ROUND THE WORLD. By R. T. Pritchett. With 50 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo.j 6s. 

Beid. FROM PEKING TO PETERSBURG. A Journey of Fifty Days 
in 1898. By Arnot Rbid. With Portrait and Map. Second Edition. Large 
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Slatin and Wingate. FIRE AND SWORD IN THE SUDAN. By 

Sir Rudolf Slatin Pasha, K.CM.G. Translated and Edited by Sir F. R. 
W1N6ATB, K.C.M.G., Sirdar of the Egyptian Army. Fully Illustrated. Popular 
Edition. 68. Also a few copies of the Original Edition. Demy 8to., 21s. nett. 

Smith. THROUGH UNKNOWN AFRICAN COUNTRIES. By A. 
Donaldson Smith, M.D., F.R.G.S. With Illustrations by A D. McCormick 
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ThompBon. REMINISCENCES OF THE COURSE, THE CAMP, 
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Webber. THE FORESTS OF UPPER INDIA AND THEIR 
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North-West Provinces, and Deputy Conservator of Forests in the Central 
Provinces and Gorakhpur. With Maps. Demy 8vo., 12s. 6d. nett. 

Warkworth. NOTES FROM A DIARY IN ASIATIC TURKEY. 
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THE SPORTSMAN'S LIBRARY. 

Edited by the Right Hobu Sir Hskbskt Maxwbll, Bart, M.P. 

A Re-isstte* in handsome ▼olumes, of certain rare and entertaining books on 
Sport, carefully selected by the Editor, and Illustrated by the best 
Sporting Artists of the day, and with Reproductions of old Plates. 

Library Edition, 15s. a ▼oltime. Large-Paper Edition, limited to 200 copies, 
Two Guineas a ▼olome. Also obtainable in Sets only, in fine leather 
bindings. Prices on application. 

Volume L 

Smith. THE LIFE OF A FOX, AND THE DIARY OF A HUNTS- 
MAN. By Thomas Smith, Master of the Hambledon and Pytchley Hounds. 
With Illustrations by the Author, and Coloured Plates by G. H. Jalland. 

Volume II. 

Thornton. A SPORTING TOUR THROUGH THE NORTHERN 
PARTS OF ENGLAND AND GREAT PART OF THE HIGHLANDS 
OF SCOTLAND. By Colonel T. Thornton, of Thomville Royal, in 
Yorkshire. With the Original Illustrations by Garrard, and other Illustrations 
and Coloured Plates by G. £. Lodgb. 

Volume III. 
Cosmopolite. THE SPORTSMAN IN IRELAND. By a Cosmopolite. 

With Coloured Plates and Black and White Drawings by P. Chbnbvix Trench, 
and reproductions of the or^nal Illustrations drawn by R. Allbn, and engraved 
by W. Wbstall, A.R.A. 

Volume IV. 

Berkeley. REMINISCENCES OF A HUNTSMAN. By the Hon. 
Grantlby F. Bbrkblby. With a Coloured Frontispiece and the origpal 
Illustrations by John Lbbch, and several Coloured Plates and other Illustrations 
by G. H. Jalland. 

Volume V. 

Scrope. THE ART OF DEERSTALKING. By William Scrope. 
With Frontispiece by Edwin Landsbbr, and nine Photogravure Plates of the 
original Illustrations. 

Volume VI. 

Nimrod. THE CHASE, THE TURF, AND THE ROAD. By Nimrod. 
With a Photogravure Portrait of the Author by D. Maclisb, R.A., and with 
Coloured Photogravure and other Plates from the original Illustrations by 
Alkbn, and several reproductions of old Portraits. 

Volume VII. 

Scrope. DAYS AND NIGHTS OF SALMON FISHING. By William 
Scrope. With coloured Lithographic and Photogravure reproductions of the 
original Plates. 
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Brown. POULTRY-KEEPING AS AN INDUSTRY FOR FARMERS 
AND COTTAGERS. By Edward Brown, F.L.S., Secretary of the National 
Poultry Organization Society. Fourth Edition. Crown 4to., Illustrated, 6s. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

PLEASURABLE POULTRY-KEEPING. Fully Illustrated. One vol., 
crown 8vo., cloth, as. 6d. 

INDUSTRIAL POULTRY-KEEPING. Fully Illustrated. New Edition. 

IS. 

Oimningham. THE DRAUGHTS POCKET MANUAL. ByJ.G. Cun- 
NiNGHAM. An introduction to the Game in all its branches. Small 8vo., with 
numerous diagrams, is. 6d. 

Elliot. AMATEUR CLUBS AND ACTORS. Edited by W. G. Elliot. 
With numerous Illustrations by C M. Newton. Large 8vo., 15s. 

Ellacombe. IN A GLOUCESTERSHIRE GARDEN. By the Rev. 
H. N. Ellacombe, Vicar of Bitton, and Honorary Canon of Bristol. Author 
of ' Plant Lore and Garden Craft of Shakespeare. With new Illustrations by 
Major E. B. Rickbtts. Second Edition. C;rown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

George. KING EDWARD'S COOKERY BOOK. By Florence A. 

George, Teacher of Cookery in King Edward's Schools, Birmingham^ Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Hole. A BOOK ABOUT ROSES. By the Very Rev. S. Reynolds 
Hole, Dean of Rochester. Nineteenth Edition. Illustrated bv H. G. Moon and 
G. S. Elgood, R.I. Presentation Edition, with Coloured Plates, 6s. Popular 
Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Hole. A BOOK ABOUT THE GARDEN AND THE GARDENER. 
By Dean Hole. Popular Edition, crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Holt. FANCY DRESSES DESCRIBED. By Ardern Holt. An 
Alphabetical Dictionary of Fancy Costumes. With full accounts of the Dresses. 
Alx>ut 60 Illustrations by Lilian Young. Many of them coloured. One vol., 
demy 8vo., 7s. 6d. nett 

Holt, GENTLEMEN'S FANCY DRESS AND HOW TO CHOOSE 
IT. By A&DERN Holt. New and Revised Edition. With Illustrations. 
Paper boards, 28. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Maxwell MEMORIES OF THE MONTHS (First and Second Series. 
By the Right Hon. Sir Herbert Maxwell, Bart, M.P. With Photogravure 
Illustrations. Large crown 8vo., 2 vols, (sold separately), 7s. 6d. each. 

Pigott. LONDON BIRDS AND OTHER SKETCHES. ByT. DiGBY 
PiGOTT, C.B. New Edition. Revised and Enlarged. Large Crown 8vo.» 
78. 6d. 
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'WYVERN'8' COOKERY BOOKS. 

Konney-Harbert COMMON-SENSE COOKERY : Based on Modem 
English and Continental Principles W<Nrked out in Detail Large crown Svc, 
over 500 pages. 78. 6cL 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

FIFTY BREAKFASTS : containing a great variety of New and Simple 
Recipes for Breakfiut Dishes. Small 8yo., 38. 6d. 

FIFTY DINNERS. SmaU 8vo., doth, 2s. 6d. 

FIFTY LUNCHES. SmaU 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Shorlaad. CYCLING FOR HEALTH AND PLEASURE. By 
L. H. PORTBR, Author of ' Wheels and Wheeling,' etc. Revised and edited l^ 
F. W. Shorland, Amateur Champion 1892-93-94. With numerous Illustrations, 
small 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

Smitb. THE PRINCIPLES OF LANDED ESTATE MANAGE- 
MENT. By Henry Herbert Smith, Fellow of the Institute of Surv^ors ; 
Agent to the Marquess of Lansdowne, K.G., the Earl of Crewe, Lord Methuen, 
etc. With Plans and Illustrations. Demy Svo., 16s. 

White. PLEASURABLE BEE-KEEPING. By C. N. White, Lecturer 
to the County Councils of Huntingdon, Cambridgeshire, etc. Fully illustrated. 
One ToL, crown 8vo.y cloth, as. 6d. 



THE NATIONAL REVIEW. 

Edited by L. J. MAXSE. 

Price Half-a-Crown net Monthly. 

The 'National Review' is the leading Unionist and Conservative 
Review in Great Britain. Since it passed into the control and editor- 
ship of Mr. Leo Maxse, most of the leaders of the Unionist Party have 
contributed to its pages, including the Marquis of Salisbury, Mr. Arthur 
Balfour, Mr. J. Chamberlain, and Lord George Hamilton. The episodes 
of the month, which give a masterly review of the important events of 
the preceding month, form a valuable feature of the Review, which now 
occupies a unique position among monthly periodicals. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

BelL CONVERSATIONAL OPENINGS AND ENDINGS. By Mrs. 
Hugh Bbll. Square 8vo., 28. 6d. 

BeU. THE MINOR MORALIST. (See page 3.) 

BeU. THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S. (See page 6.) 

OlonBtoiL THE CHIPPENDALE PERIOD IN ENGLISH FURNI- 
TURE. Bv K. Warren Clouston. With 200 Iliustrations by the Author. 
Demy 4to., handsomely bound, One Guinea nett 

OraufarcL THE FIELD TRAINING OF A COMPANY OF 
INFANTRY. By Lt.-Col. H. J. Craufurd, late Grenadier Guards. Second 
Edition. Foolscap 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

PeU. BRITISH MERCHANT SEAMEN IN SAN FRANCISCO. By 
the Rev. Jambs Fell. Crown 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

GREAT PUBLIC SCHOOLS. Eton — Harrow — Winchester — 
Rugby — Wbstminstbr — Marlborough —Cheltenham — Haileybury — 
Clifton— Charterhouse. With nearly 100 Illustrations by the best artists. 
Popular Edition. One yoL, large imperial i6mo., handsomely bound, 3s. 6d. 

HARROW SCHOOL. Edited by E. W. HowsON and G. Townsend 
Warner. With a Preface by Earl Spencer, K.G., D.C.L., Chairman of the 
Governors of Harrow School. And Contributions by Old Harrovians and Harrow 
Masters. Illustrated with a large number of original full-page and other Pen- 
and-ink Drawings bv Mr. Herbert Marshall. With several Photogravure 
Portraits and reproductions of objects of interest. One vol., crown 4to., One 
Guinea nett A Laxge-Paper Edition, limited to 150 copies. Three Guineas nett. 

HartBhorne. OLD ENGLISH GLASSES. An Account of Glass Drinking- 
Vessels in England from Early Times to the end of the Eighteenth Century. 
With Introductory Notices of Continentid Glasses during the same period, 
Original Documents, etc Dedicated by special permission to Her Majesty the 
Queen. By Albert Hartshorne, Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries. Illus- 
trated by nearly 70 full-page Tinted or Coloured Plates in the best style of Litho- 
gnphy, and several hundred outline Illustrations in the text. Super royal 4to., 
Three Guineas nett. 

PIDdllgton. IN AN ETON PLAYING FIELD. The Adventures of 
some old Public School Boys in East London. By B. M. S. Pilkington. 
Fcap. 8vo., handsomely bound, 28. 6d« 

WylUa NATURE'S LAWS AND THE MAKING OF PICTURES. 
(See page i.) 

ILLUSTRATED HUMOROUS BOOKS. 

Ames. REALLY AND TRULY. By Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Ames. 

Twenty splendidly Coloured Plates, witii amusing verses, depicting the great 
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Crown 8vo., doth, 5s. 

RICK DALE. By Kirk Munrob. FuUy illustrated. Crown 8yo., cloth, 5s. 
THE FUR SEAL'S TOOTH. By Kirk Munrob. Fully illustrated. Crown 
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